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Arabesque. 
Artesonado. 
Capilla Mayor. 
Chevet. 
Churriguesque. 
Flamboyant. 
Moriscos. 
Mozarabs. 
Mozarabic Ritual. 
r. 
A decoration of flowers, f rui t , and foliage fantastically 
intertwined, which may be either painted or 
sculptured. I t is believed to have been intro-
duced into Europe by the Moors, 
A ceiling of carved wood, shaped like an inverted 
trough, so called from artesa, a kneading trough. 
The name given to the enclosure i n whioh the High 
Al tar stands i n Spanish churches. 
The semi-circular or polygonal termination of the 
choir, from which a number of chapéis rad ía te . 
A decadent style of architecture, which flourished 
i n Spain i n the seventeenth and eighteenth cen-
turies, so called from the architect Churriguera. 
Late fifteenth-century Gothic architecture, charac-
terised by its wavy or flame-like Unes. The 
name is derived from flambeau, a torch. 
Moors who became Christians and remained i n Spain 
after the conquest of Granada. 
That portion of the subject population who remained 
true to the Ohristian religión under Moorish rule. 
The service used by the Christians i n Spain during 
the Moorish occupation. I t is s t i l l used daily i n 
Toledo Cathedral and occasionally at Salamanca. 
A mixture of Moorish and Ohristian styles of archi-
tecture, only f ound in Spain, where i t was intro-
duced by the descendants of the Moors, 
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Plateresque. Early Spanish Renaisaance architecture, so called 
from its resemblance to the filagree work of the 
silversmiths. 
Presbytery. The chancel of the church, where the priest officiates. 
Reja. A metal railing or screen. 
Retablo. The carved screen which stands behind the altar. 
Trascoro. The part of the nave to the west of the choir 
enclosure. 
Tympanum. The flat stone filling at the head of an arch. I t is 
often decorated wi th sculpture. 
THE LURE OF CASTILE 
CHAPTEE I 
COVAEEUBIAS 
CASTILE is tlie heart of Spain, and the great plain, sfcretching to tlie horizon, scorched by 
summer suns and swept by icy winter winds, 
exercises a powerful attraction upon those wlio 
come to know it. I n its grandeur and desolation 
there is sometbing irresistibly appealing, and by 
its remoteness and intense isolation, i t bas moulded 
tbe characters of those wbo dwell upon i t into one 
of the finest races in modern Europe. For the 
Castilian peasant, with bis sturdy independence 
and deep-rooted hatred of cbange, is at once one 
of the simplest and one of the most lovable people 
in tbe world. 
The charm of Castile lies not in the great towns, 
which inevitably lose their national cbaracteristics 
and assume a cosmopolitan aspect, but in the remote 
country districts, where life is going on to-day very 
much as i t did in tbe middle ages, and where the 
traveller seems to have stepped back three centuries 
in the course of a day. Tbis is the real Castile, 
where the people live simple bardworking lives, 
wrestling with Nature to gain a livelihood from the 
(9) 
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soil, and where the modern love for amusement and 
incessant change has not yet penetrated. 
Those who would learn to love Gastile should 
visit Covarrubias, not merely because i t is a typical 
oíd Spanish town, but because it was the home of 
Fernán González, who won independence for Castile 
and laid the foundations for the future greatness of 
Spain. I t is not easy to get to Covarrubias, for 
even in the present day no railway runs within 
many miles, and the daily motor-bus service which 
links i t with Burgos, is so arranged that i t is im-
possible to get to Burgos and back in the day. 
But i t is worth a little trouble, for the remoteness 
of Covarrubias has done much to preserve its charm, 
and the oíd grey walls fronting the river make a 
delightful picture. 
I t was August when I visifced Covarrubias and 
the harvest was just over. Driving from Burgos 
through the heart of the great plain of Castile, I 
shall never forget the wonderful beauty of the scene, 
with its various shades of brown, golden-yellow, and 
russet-red, blending together beneath the brilliant 
August sun. The drive seemed all too short, when, 
from the zig-zag road overhanging the valley, the 
first glimpse of Covarrubias came in view. Situated 
in a sleepy hollow, by the banks of the Alianza, 
the red-roofed houses were sparkling against a back-
ground of leafy orchards and cool meadows, while 
here and there a stretch of crumbling wall or gaunt 
medieval tower broke the monotony of the scene. 
Visitors are rare in Covarrubias, and no sooner 
had I stepped from the motor car, than a crowd 
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of the inhabitants gatliered round me, repeating 
" Francesa, Francesa," for in rural Spain all 
foreigners are believed to be Frencb. They con-
tinued to press round me staring, following every 
movement with interest, only too eager to give me 
any information in their power, or to show me 
tbe way to any points of interest; perfectly 
courteous and well-behaved but none the less 
highly embarrassing in tlieir attentions. I had 
alighted by the Quarters of the Guardia Civil, 
where there is an oíd arch built into the modern 
wall, the only surviving fragment of the palace 
of Fernán González, where the great Count lived 
for many years, and within whose walls his active 
brain planned his first act of rebellion against his 
overlord, King Ramiro of León. 
But the attentions of the crowd made i t impossible 
to linger long before this oíd relie, and followed by 
an enormous retinue, I made my way to the greafc 
bridge which spans the Arlanza, where there is an 
excellent view of the oíd walls of the city and the 
remaining towers. These I hastened to photograph, 
much to the disappointment of the crowd, who 
obviously considered that i t was folly to waste 
films on mere stones and mortar, which had been 
there from time immemorial, when I might be 
perpetuating their features. 
I next made a long detour through the town to 
reach the walls themselves, so that I could examine 
them more closely. They still endose a large 
portion of the city, and though time has robbed 
them of their coping, they rise in places to a height 
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of forty feet, and must, when built, have been a 
most formidable piece of mediseval masonry. 
Glose to the walls and part of the original line 
of defence, stands Doña Urraca's Tower, one of the 
most interesting examples of early military archi-
tecture wbidi exists in Spain to-day. I t was 
probably built in the lifetime of Fernán González 
in the second half of the tenth century, for even 
to the non-expert eye, the immense blocks of stone 
used in the construction and its pyramidal form 
are evidence of its early date. 
I f the exterior of the tower possesses great 
interest for students of military architecture, the 
interior makes a wider appeal by reason of its 
poignant memories. For i t was here, so tradition 
relates, that Fernán González immured his daughter 
Urraca, after she had been repudiated by her 
husband, the King of León. The tower is a creepy 
oíd place, and as I accompanied the caretaker's 
wife up the external iron staircase and into a 
series of gloomy stone-vaulted rooms, dim and 
mysterious as crypts, I felt a very real sympathy 
with the royal lady. History, to be sure, looks but 
coldly upon the picturesque story for the simple 
reason that, however greatly Fernán González was 
enraged with his son-in-law, he had no quarrel with 
his daughter. I n Govarrubias, however, the tradi-
tion is firmly believed, even to the present day, 
and when at length, through a narrow passage in 
the thickness of the wall, we reached a tiny cell, 
unlit by the light of day, which the guide assured 
me was the scene of Doña Urraca's imprisonment, 
I , too, had become a convert to its truth. 
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" See," said my guide in tones of real emotion, 
as by the light of a flickering candle slie pointed 
to the narrow dimensions of the cell. " I t was 
here the poor lady was shut up by her inliunian 
father, with never a ray of liglit to cheer her, night 
or day." 
" But are you sure that she was really imprisoned 
here ? " I asked tentatively. 
" Sure, of course I am sure. As sure as tliat 
I am living in Govarrubias. Why, do not the old 
books say that on Doña Urraca's tomb in the 
Colegiata, sbe liad for her arms a tower burnished 
in black in memory of her imprisonment ? " 
The Colegiata, tlie churcli in wbicli Doña Urraca 
lies buried, is only a few yards from the Tower, 
and there I hastened, after tbanking the care-
taker's wife for her services. The cliurcli is dedi-
cated to Saint Cosmo and Saint Damián, by whose 
orders i t was founded, and the exterior is plain and 
almost humble in appearance. The interior dates 
from the end of the fifteenth century and is well 
proportioned, with many chapéis, in one of which, 
the Capilla de los Reyes, is a fine fifteenth-century 
Italian triptych of the Adoration of the Magi. 
The painting is wonderfully natural. The Infant 
Christ stretches out His hand for the cup, with 
a charming childish gesture, while Saint Joseph 
watches with an expression of fond aífection. The 
three Magi have individuality and life-like vigour, 
while the kneeling figure of the donor is perhaps 
the most successful of them all. 
But the great feature of interest in the church 
are the tombs of Fernán González and his wife, 
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Doña Sancha, which stand in the presbytery and 
were brought here from the ruined monastery of 
San Pedro de Arlanza in the year 1841. When 
Fernán González died in the year 968, after freeing 
Castile from its dependence on León, his fellow-
citizens wished to render him signa! honour, and 
to do this, his body and that of his wife were in-
terred in Román sarcophagi dating from the third 
or fourth century, whose decorations show no trace 
of Christian influence. The easternmost tomb is 
that of Fernán González, a plain block of stone 
which in its dignified simplicity harmonises well with 
the Count's rugged nature. I t rests upon the heads 
of four rudely carved lions. The sarcophagus of 
Doña Sancha is more órnate, with bands of wavy 
lines and a medallion of two half-length figures, 
ciad in togas. At the sides are shepherds and a 
vintage scene. Their daughter Doña Urraca, who 
died in 1003, is buried beneath the High Altar, but 
her tomb is hidden from view, and there was no 
chance of discovering whether the tower burnished 
in black was really amongst her coat of arms. 
The Cloisters, built early in the sixteenth century, 
recall the more famous Cloister at Oña. They have 
graceful pointed arches supported on light columns 
which endose wide window openings. I n the north-
west angle, traces of an older church can be seen 
in the remains of a doorway. Within the Cloisters 
lies the tomb of the Infante Felipe, brother of King 
Fernando el Santo, the builder of Burgos and 
Seville cathedrals. As a younger son of the royal 
house, Don Felipe was destined for the church 
without any special vocation, and as quite a young 
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man he was endowed with the abbey of Covarmbias. 
But finding clerical life little to bis taste, he took 
the bold course of asking to be released from his 
vows. His thirteenth-century tomb possesses no 
artistic merit and has sufíered much from the 
ravages of time. I t shows a recumbent eíñgy of 
the prince ciad in the habit of a priest. 
At the other end of the town is the parish church 
of Santo Tomás, a finer building externally than 
the more famous Colegiata. I t was rebuilt in the 
fifteenth century, and a fine oíd reredos, one of 
the most precious treasures of the church, was 
swept away in the course of renovations two 
hundred years later. The choir, which is in a 
gallery at the west end, as is often the case in 
Spanish churches, is approached by a beautiful 
staircase with a balustrade covered with graceful 
designs in Florentine style. I n the walls are 
sepulchral openings but no tombs, and a trace of 
the original church can be seen in the curious 
time-worn stones in the pavement of the presbytery. 
No visitor to Covarmbias should fail to visit the 
monastery of Santo Domingo de Silos, which lies 
in a sheltered valley twelve miles away. I t lives 
in my memory as the most beautiful monastery 
that I have ever seen, and I have seen many of the 
world's most famous monasteries. I n the Middle 
Ages this isolated monastery waged ceaseless war-
fare upon its numerous enemies, who kept a vigilant 
watch on the hills around to secure their oppor-
tunity. I t was originally founded in Visigothic 
times and during the Moorish invasions was totally 
destroyed. When the tide of Moorish aggression 
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had at length turned, it was refounded by King 
Fernando I of Castile, who entrusted the task to 
Santo Domingo, wlio subsequently became the first 
abbot. His fame spread tbroughout Castile, for 
in his lifetime he worked many miracles and, after 
death, his intercessions brought reléase to dozens 
of Ghristians, captivo in hands of the Moors, whose 
chains hang as thankofíerings in the chapel bearing 
his ñame. 
The village of Silos still retains fragments of its 
oíd walls and is entered by the Puerta de los Bar-
bascones, which is slowly crumbling away beneath 
the corroding influence of time. The monastery 
stands in the main street, and since 1880 has been 
inhabited by French Benedictines from Solesmes, 
who obtained the convent when i t had fallen into 
a rainous state and restored i t at the cost of great 
personal sacrifice to the glory of God. These 
Benedictino Fathers are delightful hosts, who not 
merely receive but heartily welcome visitors, and 
take them round the monastery, displaying its 
treasures with the patience of true lovers. 
Nowhere in Spain is there to be found a more 
glorious monastic house, Built in the Golden Age 
of Spanish art, neither money ñor labour was 
spared to reach the high watermark of perfection. 
As the chief monastic house in Gastile, Santo 
Domingo de Silos played no small part in the de-
velopment of the country. Its abbots were the 
advisers of kings, its scholars were the leading 
historians and chroniclers of their day, and its 
library was a centre of learning throughout the 
countryside. 
OLD WALLS AND GATEWAY. SANTO DOMINGO DE SILOS 
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The most beautiful part of the building is the 
lower Cloister, built by Santo Domingo befcween 
tbe years 1047 and 1073. I t is one of the best 
examples of Romanesqne arcMtecture in the world 
and is in a wonderful state of preservation, neither 
blackened by time ñor worn by tbe weather. 
Every detail is still as perfect as when the crafts-
man last laid down his tools. There are sixty 
bays of round-headed arches supported on 137 
pillars, each with a superbly-carved capital. So 
strong is the Moorish influence in some of the 
figures that i t is generally believed that captive 
Moors were engaged in the task. The majority 
of the carvings are grotesque figures and animáis 
with serrated wings, but amongst them are stags 
and slender-necked gazelles and raging lions and 
ferocious monsters with human heads. There are 
also exquisitely-carved groups on some of the 
capitals, notably one of the Nativity and the meet-
ing of Mary and Elizabeth, and a scene with two 
figures, the woman holding a heavy bar in both 
hands in the act of levering, while the man is 
hammering on an anvil of the type still in use in 
Spain to-day. 
I n the angles of the Cloister are large bas-reliefs 
of scenes from the Passion and the life of Our 
Lord ; the work of French sculptors in the twelfth 
and thirteenth centuries. The reliefs I remember 
best are the Doubt of Saint Thomas, where Our 
Lord is surrounded by the twelve apostles ; the 
descent from the Cross ; and the burial of Our 
Lord, where the three Marys are seen as graceful 
2 
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figures with hoods and neckcloths, while below 
Eoman soldiers are mounting guard over the tomb. 
In the Nortli Walk stands the tomb of Santo 
Domingo, resting on three lions, but this is a mere 
cenotaph, as his remains are preserved in a reli-
quary in the chapel of Santo Domingo. The upper 
Cloisters were built a century later than those 
below, and are of much inferior merit, although 
elsewhere they would be more highly valued by 
reason of their grace and boid workmanship. 
The door leading from the lower Cloister to the 
church is a magnificent example of Homanesque 
architecture. The boldness of the capitals and the 
strength and beauty of the carving ha ve never been 
surpassed. I t is the only fragment remaining of 
the oíd church which was restored by Fernán 
González in the tenth century. 
There is nothing of architectural interest in the 
church, which was completely rebuilt in the eight-
eenth century, but visitors should seize the oppor-
tunity to attend one of the services, as the Gregorian 
chant, in all its purity, is wonderfully sung by the 
monks. The only chapel of interest is that dedi-
cated to Santo Domingo, for on the altar rests an 
urn of hammered silver and precious stones, which 
contains the relies of the saint, and scenes from his 
life painted by Fray Gregorio Barambio adorn the 
walls. I n the antechapel may be seen the chains 
given as votive oíferings by the Christian captives 
on regaining their freedom. 
The sacristy contains the treasures of the monas-
tery, although the most precious of these have been 
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taken to the museum in Burgos. Amongst those 
that remain is a thirteentli-century cofíer of bronze 
and enamel, witli the Crucifixión in the centre and 
Our Lord in glory on the cover. This is hardly 
inferior in workmanship to the well-known cofíer 
at Burgos. 
Other of the monastic treasures are to be seen in 
the Library, a lofty spacious room, its walls lined 
with over 20,000 books. Here may be seen Santo 
Domingo's pastoral stafí, heavily cased in silver, 
and a superb chalice and patten dating from the 
eleventh century, of Moorish design. Both this and 
the reliquary I have just mentioned are clearly 
Moorish in style and probably the work of Mozarabic 
workmen, men of Moorish descent who had become 
Christians, who lived and worked within the walls 
of the monastery. AU these treasures, two of the 
Benedictine fathers displayed to me with the 
greatest pride, drawing my attention to part of a 
twelfth-century altar frontal, with figures of the 
twelve apostles, which undoubtedly formed part of 
the altar of Byzantine enamel now in the museum 
of Burgos. 
" Why are so many of your treasures át Burgos ? " 
I asked. 
" They were sent there by the Government," said 
one of the fathers. 
<{ You mean they were stolen from you ? " 
" Ah," said the father, with a humorous smile. 
" When i t is the Government, one does not use the 
word robbery." 
GHAPTEB I I 
BUEGOS 
BUEGOS is one of the best-known towns in Spain, as' the temptation to break the long 
journey from Paris to Madrid there pro ves well-
nigli irresistible, and tbe cbarming view of tlie catlie-
dral with its lace-like spires, as seen from the train, 
strengthens tbe faltering resolution. Yet the result 
is invariably a disappointment, and twenty-four 
hours later the same travellers may be seen clamber-
ing in the Madrid express, remarking that Burgos 
is an over-estimated place, with a florid cathedral 
and an abominable climate. These were just my 
sentiments after a burried visit to Burgos in the 
early days of October, wben tbe sky was perpetually 
obscured by rain clouds and an arctic wind was blow-
ing from tke Sierra. 
Summer is really the best time to visit the city, 
as even in the height of August, the heat is never 
oppressive, for although the sun blazes down, day 
after day, from a cloudless blue sky, the heat is 
always tempered by a cool breeze, and most im-
portant of all, the nights are never hot. Indeed, 
after spending the whole month of August in Burgos, 
I never found i t unpleasantly hot, and I can truth-
fully say that the lines of the famous couplet 
(20) 
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describing the climate as nine months' winter may 
be true enough, but the three months' inferno are 
certainly an exaggeration. 
Since spending many weeks in the city, my 
views ha ve become completely modified, for Burgos 
does not reveal her charm to the hurried traveller, 
but only unfolds i t gradually to those who dwell 
within her walls and seek i t day by day in 
changing lights and secluded corners. There is 
so much that the hasty passer-by never sees. For 
instance there is the gateway of San Esteban, the 
most characteristic piece of architecture in the city ; 
Moorish in type, with a horseshoe arch of white 
stone, interspersed with layers of brick, surmounted 
by an open gallery of tiny arches. Then there is 
the wonderful walk known as the Paseo de los Cubos, 
at the foot of the oíd city walls, with their massive 
towers at intervals every few yards. These were 
built by Alphonso el Sabio in 1276, when he en-
larged and strengthened the existing girdle of 
fortifications into their present form, entrusting 
the work to a builder named Mohammed, who 
was probably of Moorish extraction. This is the 
favourite walk of the inhabitants of Burgos, for 
i t is a sun-kissed spot, absolutely sheltered from 
the arctic winds which prevalí for the greater part 
of the year. Here in the short winter afternoons 
the oíd and feeble come to sit beneath the walls to 
enjoy the warmth, while the children spend happy 
hours, rolling oranges along the flagged paths. 
Near the last tower is a doorway, known locally 
as la Puerta de la Suicida, which owing to its 
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sinister reputation was blocked up by order of tlie 
Consejo de Burgos, as long ago as the year 1392. 
Yet still, on moonless niglits, so the tradition runs, 
Doña Lambía may be seen to creep through the 
door, mount to the top of the walls, and with a 
despairing groan, hurí herself upon the flags beneath. 
AU Burgos knows the tragedy of Doña Lambra, for 
i t is part of the story of the seven Infantes of Lara, 
one of the most famous legends of Castile. Doña 
Lambra is a tragic figure, for i t was during the 
festivities in honour of her wedding that a quarrel 
aróse between the kinsmen of the bridegroom and 
the bride, in which Gonzalo de Lara, the youngest 
of the bridegroom's seven nephews, slew the cousin 
of the bride. Whereupon Doña Lambra schemed 
a terrible vengeance, and veiling her anger, per-
suaded her husband to invite Gonzalo and his six 
brothers to join him in an expedition against the 
Moors. There she arranged that they should be 
captured by treachery and beheaded by the Moors, 
and their heads sent to their grief-stricken father. 
But once her vengeance was accomplished. Doña 
Lambra became the prey of unavailing remorse. 
Night and day the thought of her wicked deed 
never left her, and life became one prolonged tor-
ment, until at length in her despair, she mounted 
the walls of Burgos and flung herself headlong to 
her death. But even then, her spirit found no 
rest, and tortured by remorse, her ghost still clings 
to the scene of her earthly suiíering. Unfortunately 
for the strict accuracy of the tradition the walls and 
doorway are long posterior to the time when Doña 
PUERTA DE SAN ESTEBAN, BURGOS 
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Lambra betrayed the seven Infantes of Lara, al-
though i t is not unlikely tliat they stand upon the 
site of an earlier system of fortifications. 
How many hasty travellers find time to enjoy the 
delightful little museum in the gateway of the Arco 
de Santa Maria whicli ought on no account to be 
missed, above all by tliose who have visited Santo 
Domingo de Silos. I t is not often that I recommend 
a visit to a nmseum, for as a rule I shun the dry-as-
dust atmosphere inseparable from them, but in this 
case an exception shonld be made, for not only is 
the collection not over-crowded but the objects 
themselves are of unusual interest. At the head 
of the stairs is the fine Gothic tomb of Juan de 
Padilla, who was killed at Granada, which was 
brought here from the ruined Convent of Fres des 
Val. A gallant, martial figure is Don Juan, as he 
kneels in handsome armour before a prie-Dieu, 
his features showing the same lofty courage as 
when he challenged death before the walls of 
Granada. Behind him kneels a tiny page, with 
his sword and helmet, and above is a touching 
Pieta of Our Lord in His mother's arms. The tomb 
was damaged when i t was removed from Fres des 
Val, and part of the tracery is now replaced with 
wood, while the top of the monument is missing, as 
the roof of the museum will not allow its full height. 
Two other tombs brought from Fres des Val at 
the same time are in the alcove on the right of the 
main room. They are those of Don Gómez Manrique 
and his wife. Doña Sancha de Eojas. The figures 
are now unfortunately separated, but originally they 
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formed a single tomb like that of Juan I I in the 
monastery of Miraflores. 
Over the doorway in the central room a Moorish 
arch has been re-erected, which probably carne from 
the oíd castle of Burgos. In the centre are the arms 
of León and Castile, and at the sides Cufie inscrip-
tions to the glory of Allah. 
But the inner room contains the greatest treasures 
of the museum. Here is the remarkable twelfth-
century altar frontal brought from Santo Domingo 
de Silos, with Byzantine figures of Our Lord and 
the apostles in coloured enamel. I t is probably 
the work of an artist monk in the monastery and 
is remarkable for the rich blue and clear green tints 
of the enamel and for the beauty of the faces which 
all have an individuality of their own. I n the centre 
stands Our Lord in the act of blessing, and at the 
sides are the twelve apostles, while behind rise 
the golden towers of the Heavenly City. Every 
halo is difíerent, and for such early work the treat-
ment is remarkable. 
I n a central case in the same room is a curious 
reliquary also brought from Santo Domingo. I t 
is even older than the altar frontal, dating from the 
early years of the eleventh century. I t illustrates 
the Persian fables of good and evil, with a wealth 
of picturesque images, such as winged dragons, 
wonderful peacocks, and fierce tigers falling upon 
harmless oxen. At the side Santo Domingo is seen 
seated between two ángel s. 
All admirers of the city's greatest hero, the Cid, 
should spend an afternoon making a tour of Burgos, 
following in his footsteps. In Burgos at least 
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his memory will never die, for his exploits which 
have been sung in a hundred and fifty romances 
in various tongues are forever enshrined in the 
hearts of his countrymen. Begin at tlie Solar del 
Cid, the pretentious momiment erected by Charles 
I I I to mark the spot where the Cid was born in 
1026. Al l trace of the house itself has long since 
disappeared, for Spain has been very unlucky in 
preserving these memorials of her famons sons. A 
few yards to the left stands the Arch of San Martin, 
one of the oíd gates of the city, and here tradition 
says that when the Cid's horse stumbled, his cap flew 
in one direction and his sword in another, and their 
shapes can still be seen in the stones where they 
stmck the walls. 
Next retrace your steps past the Solar del Cid 
and the oíd cemetery, and take the lower road 
leading to the cathedral until the church of Santa 
Gadea is reached. This contains an interesting relie 
of the Cid. For i t was in this church that King 
Alfonso forced him to swear that he had had no 
share in his brother, King Sancho's death, by 
swearing a solemn oath on the lock which hung on 
the wall of the church—a humiliation which the 
Cid never either forgot ñor forgave. 
The oíd lock, rusty and worn, upon which the 
Cid placed his hand to take the oath can still be 
seen over the door leading into the church. Until 
the time of Queen Isabella the Catholic, the lock 
hung on a wall in the church itself, and all who 
wished to take an oath on a matter of grave im-
portance, came and placed their hand upon the 
lock, but the Queen forbade the practice as tending 
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to supersfcition, and had the lock removed. Traces 
of the custom still survive, however, in Burgos to 
the present day, for the peasant may be seen to 
cióse his hand and raise his thumb which he kisses 
as a token of good faith; a proceeding which 
originated in the days when his ancestors raised 
their thumbs to take an oath upon the lock. 
Ascending the hill and passing beneath the arch 
dedicated to the memory of Fernán González, the 
ruins of the oíd castle of Burgos are reached. I t 
was within its walls that, in 1074, the Cid married 
the fair Jimena, one of the most dauntless of 
women, and here one hundred and eighty years later 
the future Edward I of England wedded Eleanor 
of Castile. But little except memories remain of 
the castle of Burgos, for the walls have wholly 
disappeared, and only the oíd well of the fortress, 
going down to an immense depth, remains intact. 
Yet the ascent is worth making for the view of 
the valley of the Arlanzon, with the cathedral 
spires in the foreground. 
The last stage of the pilgrimage leads to the 
cathedral, where, in a room opening ofí the East 
Walk of the Cloisters, is preserved the cofíer of the 
Cid. I t is a very oíd chest, bound by strong iron 
bands, and hangs from the wall, suspended by a 
chain. This is said to be the identical chest which 
the Cid pledged to the Jews, for the sum of six 
hundred marks, when he was in desperate need of 
money, making i t a condition that the chest should 
not be opened until his refcurn. The Jews, believing 
it to be full of gold and precious stones, willingly 
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lent the sum required, but what was their mortifi-
cation to discover, upon opening tlie chest, that 
i t contained notliing but sand. 
There is still one more spot to visit in tbe cathedral, 
which bolds memories of the Cid, and this is tbe 
red marble slab, which marks bis last resting-place, 
beneath tbe lantern. Here at lengtb bis body and 
that of the faithful Jimena may find rest, for many 
and troubled have been their wanderings. Their 
tombs in San Pedro de Cardeña were rifled by the 
French in the Peninsular War, and the bodies carried 
oíí to France, and when they were restored to 
Spain in 1842, they were unworthily housed in 
the Town Hall at Burgos for many years. At 
length in 1921, fchey were given honourable burial 
in the cathedral, in the presence of the King and 
Queen and many members of the royal family; a 
belated honour for one of Spain's bravest sons, 
whose memory is so proudly cherished in Castile. 
Like the city itself, the cathedral becomes much 
more attractive upon closer acquaintance. At first 
the great carved screens of stone round the choir, 
the excess of ornament and meaningless riot of 
detall strike a discordant note, and to those unused 
to Spanish cathedrals, fche fact that the centre 
of the church is blocked by the choir enclosure 
is a further disappointment. But gradually the 
real beauties of the building reveal themselves— 
the graceful lines of the arches, and the beautiful 
proportions of the choir. Seen at sunset, when 
twilight shrouds the wealth of ornament, and the 
few remaining stained-glass windows sparkle and 
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gleam with a myriad colours, the cathedral is a 
scene of wonderful beauty. 
Tliere are one or two vantage points in the 
cathedral, which the hurried traveller is apt to 
overlook. One is from the top of the Escalera de 
la Coronación, where an excellent view is obtained 
of the lantern, and the fourteenth-century glass in 
the rose window of the South Transept is seen to 
the best advantage. Then, when in the Condestable 
Chapel, do not fail to ask to see the Constable's 
Treasury. This is kept in the Sacristy adjoining 
the chapel and is of very real interest. For the 
Constable, Don Pedro de Velasco, was not only one 
of the most famous warriors of the time of Ferdinand 
and Isabella, but a man of deep piety, and when 
he went into battle he carried with him a little 
portable altar made of ivory. This is carefully pre-
served in the Sacristy, and is delicately carved, with 
the Madonna and Child in the centre, and on the 
left, the Nativity and Saint Lucy, carrying her 
eyes in a dish as the symbol of her martyrdom, 
while on the right, the Magi are bringing their gifts 
and Saint Catherine stands with her wheel. The 
Treasury also contains a remarkable processional 
cross with eighteen medallions carved in ivory, and 
a gold chalice set with precious stones and decorated 
with glowing enamels. 
But the great interest of Burgos cathedral for 
English visitors lies in the fact that i t was the work 
of an Englishman, Bishop Maurice, who came to 
Burgos in the train of Eleanor Plantagenet, our 
King Henry II 's daughter, when she wedded the 
Spanish King, Alfonso V I I I . There ha ve been many 
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changes since Bishop Maurice planned his church, 
for Juan de Colonia transformed the thirteentli-
century cathedral into a great Renaissance building, 
but the north and south doorways and two chapéis 
on the north side remain just as the Englishman 
left them, and form one of the most interesting 
features of the cathedral. The south doorway, 
known as the Puerta del Sarmental, is unrivalled 
for the exquisite carving of its details. I t shows 
the twelve Apostles seated, and above, Our Lord 
in glory surrounded by the emblems of the Evan-
gelists. On the shaft which divides the doorway 
stands Bishop Maurice himself with his mitre and 
pastoral staíí. The great rose window above has 
lovely fourteenth-century glass, and is one of the 
few which escaped destruction in the great powder 
explosión in 1813, when the French blew up the 
oíd fortress and nearly wrecked the town. Bishop 
Maurice died in 1240 and was buried in the choir 
of the cathedral that he loved so well. Once richly 
enamelled, his tomb must have been a masterpiece 
of mediseval art. and traces of its rich colouring 
still survive in the folds of the episcopal robes. 
The efíigy is made of wood and covered with a 
thin coating of copper ; the face is probably a 
portrait from life, so perfectly does i t express serene 
dignity and benevolence. 
I t is not only the buildings which give Burgos its 
charm, the countryside also possesses a wealth of 
interest, and especially in July and August, when 
the harvest is in full swing, i t is possible to study 
the Castilian peasant to great advantage. The 
fields, which have no hedges or fenees, seem as if 
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they were one huge estáte, but in reality they are 
divided up into quite small properties. Boon after 
sunrise, the peasants may be seen setting out for 
their day's work in tbe fields; the women, well-
built and good-looking, wear broad-brimmed hats 
of coarse straw to sbield them from the sun, while 
the men have leather aprons and blue or black 
blouses. The harvest is reaped by means of a 
sickle, for cutting and reaping machines seem 
absolutely unknown round Burgos. Then comes 
an even more primitive operation, when the corn 
is threshed by means of wooden sledges drawn by 
bullocks, which go round and round in monotonous 
circles. Generally they are driven by the oldest of 
oíd women, probably the grandmother of the whole 
community. Men and women afterwards sepárate 
the grain from the chai! by sifting and tossing the 
parfcicles, amidst a blinding cloud of dust. 
When this is finished comes the lasfc, and to the 
peasant the most important, part of the operations. 
The grain is collected into sacks and piled on the 
most diminutive of donkeys, and brought to the 
Llana de Afuera to be sold. There is a stirring 
bustling scene in the oíd cobbled square during 
harvest time, when every inch of space is filled with 
oxen, mules, and donkeys, nofc to mention family 
parties of peasants, who watch with anxious faces 
while the grain is publicly examined and weighed 
on an old-fashioned machine, and the result an-
nounced to the expectant owner. For upon the 
result depends the prosperity of his family during 
the coming months. 
LLANA DE AFUERA. BURGOS 

CHAPTEK I I I 
IN T H E NEIGHBOÜEHOOD OF BUEGOS 
T F you want to spend a really depressing after-
JLnoon, go to San Pedro de Gardeña. I t is 
tlie most melanclioly experience that I liave ever 
known, and yet i t is a place that all admiréis of tlie 
Cid feel in duty bound to visit. For i t was here 
that the Cid had his palace, and hither he must often 
have come from Burgos riding over the plain on his 
famous war-horse, Babieca. I t was to the monks 
of San Pedro de Cardeña that the broken-hearted 
Cid entrusted his wife and children for safety when 
banished from Castile, by decree of the King Al -
fonso. Throughout the long years when he was 
warring beneath the banner of the Moorish Emir 
of Zaragosa, and later, when he was carving out 
for himself a principality in the Moorish kingdom 
of Valencia, his afíection for the bleak village in 
oíd Castile never faltered, and when he lay dying, 
he commanded that his body be brought from 
Valencia and laid at rest within the walls of the 
convent. 
" A San Pedro de C a r d e ñ a , 
Mando que m i cuerpo l l e v e n " 
were his dying words, and his wishes were duly 
honoured. So from sunny Valencia to distant San 
Pedro de Cardeña, wended one of the strangest 
(31) 
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funeral processions that the world has ever seen. 
The Cid, ciad in full armour, with his shield slung 
round his neck, was mounted upon the faithful 
Babieca, and rodé in death, escorted by his knights 
through the great plain of Castile. Not until the 
monastery of San Pedro de Cárdena, six miles 
from Burgos, carne in sight, did the journey end, 
and there the Cid was solemnly interred with 
honours worthy of a national hero, while two and 
a half years later Babieca was buried near the gate 
of the convent. 
So i t will be seen that there are many excellent 
reasons for visiting San Pedro de Cardeña, but, oh, 
the dreariness and the desolation of the place. 
The great monastery, which has long been un-
tenanted, stands like a sentinel mounting guard 
over the cottages clustering around its walls. Its 
foundations date back to Visigothic times, when 
it was endowed by Queen Sancha in memory of 
her husband who had been killed in a hunting 
accident. The only remains of this early building 
are the fragments of two arches in the passage 
leading from the cloisters. I n the tenth century 
the monastery underwent great tribulations, when 
two hundred Benedictine monks were ruthlessly 
massacred by the Moorish invaders. 
By the time of the Cid, San Pedro de Cardeña 
had become comparatively prosperous again. The 
monastery was rebuilt and the monks were in-
creasing in numbers. The present building, how-
ever, cannot lay claim to any great antiquity, for 
the oíd church was pulled down by Abbot Pedro de 
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Cardeña in 1447 for no apparent reason. Since 
1836, when the monks were expelled, the Convent 
has been deserted. There i t stands, an immense, 
gaunt barracks of a building, slowly crumbling 
into decay. Many schemes have been set forward 
to adapt i t to some useful purpose. For a time the 
Government thouglit of using i t as a military centre, 
but the idea was abandoned, probably because 
military service, which is never very popular, 
would become absolutely intolerable in such de-
pressing surroundings. Then somebody bad tbe 
bright idea of transforming i t into a gigantic 
lunatic asylum, on the tbeory, perhaps, tbat the 
inmates, being already afflicted by madness, would 
find a speedy termination from their sufíering in 
tbe intense melancholy whicb would overpower 
them. However, so far nothing has been done and 
the convent is left in utter isolation. Even the 
guide, who showed me over the buildings, seemed 
overeóme by the oppression of his surroundings. 
He never spoke above a whisper, and, as he led me 
through a succession of deserted cells and along the 
crumbling walls of the cloister, all at once I heard 
a curious rustling sound. Could i t be the ghosts 
of the murdered Benedictines still haunting the 
scene of their sufíerings ? 
" What is that curious noise ? " I asked. 
" I t is only the rats," he said lugubriously. 
" There are armies of them, and they grow bolder 
and bolder. Some day I believe they will t ry to 
attack me. But do not be afraid, Señorita, they 
are not bold enough for that yet." 
3 
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I t was really quite a relief to leave the convent 
and return to the church ; an uninspiring building 
with an eigliteenth-century chapel on the south 
side, containing a pretentious marble tomb, erected 
by Pbilip V in 1736, to contain the remains of the 
Cid and his wife, Jimena. Little can be said in 
its favour, for i t is unworthy of even that debased 
period of art. The effigy of the Cid shows him 
ciad in mail, while Jimena is a matronly figure with 
a little dog cuiied in the folds of her dress. At 
the sides are trophies and busts of warriors. Here 
the bodies of the Cid and his wife rested until re-
moved by the French, and when they returned to 
Spanish soil, they were transferred to Burgos for 
greater security, so that San Pedro de Cardeña now 
stands desoíate, an empty casket from which the 
treasure has been looted. 
The opposite chapel, which is very small, is 
sacred to the memory of the two hundred monks 
who were slaughtered by the Moors. 
Before leaving San Pedro de Cardeña, I was 
determined to see the site of Babieca's grave. The 
depressed custodian of the monastery was not able 
to give me any information as to its whereabouts. 
Indeed he seemed so blank upon the subject, that 
you would have thought that he had never heard 
of Babieca. Ñor was the chauffeur who had driven 
me from Burgos any more helpful. He was a 
modern young man, who evidently considered San 
Pedro de Cardeña the very back of the beyond. 
However, a woman at a neighbouring cottage, 
hearing my queries came to the rescue, and ofíered 
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to act as my guide. Slie led me to the south-west 
of the cliurch, wliere, beneath two steps, over 
whicli once stood an arcli wMcli has now crumbled 
away, slie declared that Babieca lay buried. No 
monument marks the site, and the locality does 
not seem to agree with that so confidently set forth 
by tlie guide books, but I hope that on tbis occasion 
local tradition has been well founded, and tbat I 
have really seen Babieca's grave. 
I t was when I was telling my Spanisb friend 
Pilar about my experiences at San Pedro de Car-
deña tbat sbe announced her intention of taking 
me to Fres del Val. 
" I t is a place foreigners bardly ever visit," sbe 
declared. " I t is sad too, but so lovely. And at 
least tbere are no rats." 
So tbe next afternoon we set out to walk tbe three 
and a balf miles from Burgos along tbe Santander 
road to tbe ruined Convent of Fres del Val. On tbe 
way Pilar told me tbe romantic story of its founda-
tion. Long ago, in tbis lonely valley, stood a figure 
of tbe Madre del Eedentor, wbicb was mucb revered 
by tbe villagers for tbe miraculous cures i t wrougbt 
and for tbe wonderful answers i t sent to tbeir 
prayers. One day in tbe year 1400, tbe idolised 
six-year-old daugbter of tbe Lord of Fres del Val 
fell dangerously i l l . I n despair tbe grief-stricken 
fatber went to tbe Madre del Redentor and ofíered 
up petitions for tbe recovery of bis cbild, vowing, 
if bis prayers were granted, tbat be would found 
a monastery upon tbe spot wbere tbe figure of 
tbe Blessed Virgin stood. His plea was beard 
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and his daugliter was soon in her usual health. 
True to his vow, the Lord of Fres del Val, built a 
convent upon the spot, taking as his model the 
famous monastery of Guadelope, and establishing 
the monks of Saint Jerome as its inmates. 
What made this story even more interesting was 
the fact that this devoted Lord of Fres del Val 
proved to be none other than my oíd friend Don 
Gómez Manrique, whose magnificent Renaissance 
tomb I had already admired in the museum at 
Burgos. Before Don Gómez died in 1411, the 
cloister, refectory, and monastic cells of the Con-
vent of Fres del Val were finished and at his death, 
he was buried with great solemnity before the high 
altar in the chapel. His efíigy and that of his wife. 
Doña Sancha de Rojas, were as perfect as Re-
naissance art could make them, and their great 
altar tomb must have been wellnigh as magnificent 
as that of Juan I I and his Queen in the Cartuja 
at Miraflores. But evil days overtook Fres del Val, 
and the tomb was removed to Burgos for safety 
in 1850, and now the figures of Don Gómez and his 
wife no longer rest side by side, as the artist in-
tended, and much of their beauty is lost. 
For a time, however, the convent flourished 
greatly, as the descendants of Don Gómez continued 
their benefactions. Another great family, the 
Padillas, also bestowed their favour upon the place, 
and when young Juan of Padilla was slain before 
the walls of Granada in 1491, his mother erected a 
superb tomb to his memory in the presbytery at 
Fres del Val. I t was in the last years of the 
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fifteenth century that tlie convent rose to the height 
of its glory, and sucli was its fame that the Emperor 
Charles V, after his abdication, contemplated passing 
his remaining years within its walls. A special cell 
was actually prepared for him, but under Ms 
doctor's orders lie ultimately decided in favour 
of Yuste. 
The French occupation during the Peninsular War 
brought ruin to Fres del Val. The church was 
wrecked, the rich library was removed to France, 
and the building was sold to the highest bidder. 
Now all that remains is two sets of cloisters ; one, 
the Patio de Padilla, with the blazon of the Padillas 
still distinguishable o ver some of the arches, is 
forlorn and neglected, but the other patio, built in 
late Grothic style, is wellnigh perfect and in the 
clear light of the evening sun makes a picture of 
rare beauty. The sun shines through the quatre-
foils and diaphanous tracery, gilding the age-worn 
stone with a hundred glorious hues, and revealing 
curious red tints in the arches. 
On the upper floor the monastic cells are in fairly 
good preservation, but as the convent is now the 
property of a Spanish Marquis, they have been 
converted into ordinary dwelling rooms. The 
Marquis, who lives in Barcelona, never comes near 
the place, as, since the death of his wife who was 
devoted to Fres del Val, the associations have 
become too painful. But Pilar, who had been 
rather bored by the ruined cloisters, entered 
with zest into an inspection of this modernised 
story. The rooms are filled with a collection of 
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very second-rate pictures and i t took a very long 
time to see them, as in each room the carefcaker 
entered upon a long and circumstantial account of 
her lonely life at Fres del Val and the nightly fear 
of burglars which carne to haunt her. Her life, 
poor creature, must be as isolated as could be well-
nigh imagined, and no doubt i t was her delight in 
finding an auditor, which made her so tedious and 
garrulous. But at length even this interminable 
narrative carne to an end, and with a sigh of relief 
I slipped back once more into the cloisters to take 
a farewell glimpse of the most beautiful spot in 
Fres del Val. 
So delighted was Pilar by her visit to Fres del Val 
that she insisted upon accompanying me another 
afternoon to the Cistercian Nunnery of Las Huelgas, 
famous throughout the Middle Ages for its wealth 
and privileges, when the abbess ranked as a Princess 
Palatine, second only in dignity to the Queen, and 
possessed rights of life and death over her subjects 
—" de horca y de cuchillo " as the charter phrased 
it . Now, though sadly shorn of its former privileges, 
the sisterhood retains a shadow of its greatness, 
and only novices of distinguished birth and high 
rank are admitted within its walls. 
Las Huelgas is a delightful walk of a mile and a 
half from Burgos, along a tree-shaded road which 
follows the banks of the Arlanzon, where washer-
women congrégate in numbers, and the oíd women 
may be seen scrubbing hard to eke out a scanty 
livelihood, while their good-looking younger sisters 
pause now and then from their labours to gaze 
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Narcissus-like at their reflections in the clear 
waters. 
The Eeal Monasterio of Las Huelgas, as seen 
from the village street, makes a charming picture. 
Through a Gothic archway, pierced in the higli 
wall surrounding the grounds, tlie tower of the 
cliurch appears as if framed in stone. But upon 
entering the clmrcli a disappointment awaits the 
visitor, for the Sisters are strictly cloistered and tlie 
most interesting parts of the nunnery, the Santiago 
Chapel, the great Cloister of Saint Ferdinand, and 
the nuns' choir, which is really the nave of the church, 
are not shown to visitors. AU that they can see is 
the transept, the earliest part of the building, built 
between 1180 and 1215, in the purest Gothic style 
and the choir proper, where in niches on either 
side are kneeling figures of the founder, Alfonso V I I I 
and his English Queen, Eleanor Plantagenet, 
daughter of Henry I I . 
I t is the more disappointing that the nuns' choir 
cannot be visited, as here are the tombs of Eleanor 
and Alfonso and their great-granddaughter, Beren-
guela, which possess especial interest for English 
travellers. Occasionally, so my Spanish friend 
Pilar told me, the ban is lifted and anyone who is 
fortúnate enough to be in Burgos when a member 
of the royal family visits Las Huelgas, is allowed 
to go freely over the whole precincts. She herself 
had examined Alfonso's tomb with its relief showing 
the King ofíering the deed of gift of the monastery 
to the first abbess, and the Queen's tomb with its 
shield bearing the royal lions of England, but I 
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fancy in her heart slie considered the Santiago 
Chapel, with the jointed figure of Saint James, 
wbich conferred the accolade of knighthood in 
mediseval times, much better worth seeing. 
Queen Eleanor's personality, which has stamped 
itself upon Las Huelgas, gives the convent a peculiar 
interest for English people. This beautiful bride 
soon acquired a powerful influence over her young 
husband, and i t was by her wish that he converted 
the summer hunting seat of the Kings of Castile 
into a Cistercian nunnery for ladies of noble birth. 
Perhaps memories of the great Abbey of Fontevrauet, 
where one of her sisters had already taken the veil, 
inspired Eleanor with the idea. Indeed the building 
bears traces of Angevin influence, as can be seen 
from the height of the transept roof, the strong ribs 
of the vaulting, the delicate foliage of the capitals 
and the square caps to the columns, which are 
rarely seen except in England. 
Alfonso himself, throughout his life, took the 
deepest interest in his foundation, and often came 
with Eleanor to mark its progress. The choir, 
chapter house, refectory, and dorter were completed 
in his lifetime, but he did not live to see the nuns' 
choir and the great cloister built. After his great 
victory over the Moors at Las Navas de Tolosa, he 
presented Las Huelgas with an exquisite piece of 
Moorish embroidery, part of the hangings of the 
Sultan's tent, and not a banner, as stated in the 
guide books. This still hangs in the nuns' choir, 
but a careful reproduction has been placed in the 
choir proper and can be examined by visitors. Of 
I N THE NEIGHBOURHOOD OF BURGOS 41 
Alfonso's eleven children, one, Constance, became 
the second abbess of Las Huelgas, and in later days, 
bis great-granddaugbter Berenguela, followed in ber 
footsteps and was numbered amongst tbe inmates. 
Las Huelgas bas otber memories of tbe Kings of 
Castile, for i t was tbeir custom to keep vigil in tbe 
cburcb on tbe eve of tbeir knigbtbood, and on tbese 
occasions, tbe figure of Saint James was brougbt 
from tbe Santiago Cbapel and placed upon tbe 
Higb Altar, wbere i t gave tbe accolade to tbe kneel-
ing sovereign. I n 1254, a young Englisbman, tbe 
future King Edward I , kept vigil all nigbt in tbe 
cburcb. He bad come to Burgos to marry tbe 
King's sister, tbe fair Eleanor of Castile, and be 
received tbe bonour of knigbtbood before fcbe Higb 
Altar from bis future brotber-in-law, Alfonso el 
Sabio. 
Tbis is one of tbe few cburcbes in tbe district 
wbicb bas preserved its oíd glass, but altbougb 
abundant, i t lacks tbe ricbness and cbarm of tbe 
stained glass in Burgos catbedral, as tbe rules of 
tbe Cistercian order forbade tbe use of colour in 
glass and only allowed glass of wbite or neutral 
tints. Wben entering tbe cburcb by tbe vestibule 
lined witb fourteentb-century tombs of tbe knigbts 
of Calavera and Santiago, many of wbom fell at tbe 
battle of Las Navas de Tolosa, do not forget to 
notice tbe very curious early rose-window. Tbe 
mullions are formed by a double row of columns 
radiating from tbe centre, and i t bas never been 
filled witb glass, as i t only opens into a porcb. 
Pilar, wbo was frankly bored by arcbitecture, 
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tried to hurry me away by promising to take me 
feo fclie Hermitage of San Amaro, which she assured 
me was mucli more interesting. Without going so 
far as to agree with her, I will admit that the 
hermitage reveáis a curious side of Spanish character. 
Certainly the presence of Pilar, who was a firm 
believer in San Amaro's powers, helped to make i t 
all seem much more real. 
The hermitage is only ten minutes' walk from 
Las Huelgas and is on the way to the Hospital del 
Key. I t contains the tomb of the hermit Amaro, 
who died in 1614, and on this spot, since his death, 
many marvellous cures are said to have been 
wrought. The walls of the chapel are hung with 
votive ofíerings of all kinds ; miniature arms, legs, 
and hearts, strands of hair, and numerous photo-
graphs, showing the sufíerer before and after his 
cure. Judging by the age of many of the photo-
graphs, the hermit's powers do not seem to be held 
in as high esteem as they were once. But Pilar 
assured me that this was not really the case, for 
every year on San Amaro's Day, which falls in May, 
the roads from Burgos are lined with a pitiful pro-
cession of the lame, the crippled and the infirm ; 
all toiling along barefoot to seek the Saint's blessing 
for the alleviation of their ills, in the firm belief 
that those who make the journey unshod will un-
doubtedly be heard by the Saint. 
Just across the road is the entrance to the 
Hospital del Eey, built and endowed by Alfonso 
V I I I for the use of poor wayfarers who were making 
their way along the great pilgrim road to the shrine 
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of Santiago de Compostela. Here pilgrims were 
received for a day and a niglit, and if sick, tended 
until able to continué their way. The spirit of 
Alfonso's benefaction still survives, for the sick are 
tended to-day in the Hospital del Rey, and until 
1868 i t remained under tlie charge of the abbess of 
Las Huelgas and the nursing was carried out by 
the nuns. 
Upon passing through the gateway, I gave an 
exclamation of delight, for there, upon two corners 
of the church tower, were two enormous nests, 
with a parent stork standing sentinel in the midst 
and the heads of her growing family just visible 
around her. The storks are one of the charras of 
Burgos and may be seen in the morning and evening 
flapping over the town on their refcurn from the 
plain, often bearing a frog in their mouths for their 
hungry family, They build every year on this 
tower, so Pilar told me, fly to other quarters at 
the end of August, and return again on the day of 
Saint Blaise in February. 
But my attention was soon recalled to the build-
ing itself, for the Puerta de los Romeros, through 
which I had just entered, contains a crowned head 
of Queen Eleanor, not a very flattering likeness i t 
must be admitted, and one which does little justice 
to her reputed beauty. Round the wall adjoining 
this gateway runs a fascinating cornice of dragons 
with their tails in their mouths. 
Little of the original twelfth-century building of 
the Hospital del Rey has survived, with the ex-
ception of one Gothic doorway. The hospital, as 
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it now stands, was rebuilt in the sixteenth century, 
and further restored in the reign of Carlos I I I . 
The gateway, h j which the pilgrims used to enter, 
has long since disappeared, but the Puerta de los 
Romeros stands on the same site. On the outer 
side of this gateway is the bust of Alfonso V I I I , 
and over the centre is the figure of Saint James, 
seated in an niche with an open book, ciad in 
pilgrim's dress with sandals on his feet. 
Saint James appears again on the oíd wooden 
doors of the church, which date from the sixteenth 
century. An ángel is slaying an evil spirit, who 
has molested a pilgrim, and Saint James is listening 
to the pilgrim who is kneeling at his feet. On his 
right may be seen an animated throng of fellow-
pilgrims equipped with staves and wallets for their 
long journey. In the upper part of this panel, 
Eve is listening to the blandishments of the serpent, 
while Adam is busily delving. 
The fagade of the church, which forms the third 
side of the patio, was drastically restored in the 
year 1778 and has lost nearly all its interest, and 
there is nobhing of note to be seen in the church 
itself. A few fragments of the original church, 
built by Alfonso V I I I , are still said to exist in a very 
ruinous condition on the opposite side of the patio. 
This church was a little gem of art with fine Mude-
jar ceilings, but i t had long been converted into 
storerooms and used for all kinds of base purposes. 
Whether anything survives of this interesting oíd 
building, I was not able to discover, as the custodian 
in charge of the place was very firm in his refusal 
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to produce the key of the storerooms, assuring me 
again and again that there was nothing to see and 
that any remains of the old church had long since 
disappeared. 
I n my opinión, the place of greatest interés fc 
within the neighbourhood of Burgos, and one to 
which I went many times, is the Cartuja of Mira-
flores. This Cartliusian monastery stands on the 
crest of a hill overlooking the Sierra about two 
miles from Burgos. I t is a pleasant walk, along 
the tree-shaded Quinta, over the railway line and 
up a steep hill until the wall of the monastery 
garden comes in sight. 
At the entrance to the Cartuja, a Carthusian 
father appears, ciad in coarse white ñannel habit, 
with shaven head and long, white beard, who gives 
the traveller a cordial greeting and leads the way 
to the church. Unlike the Certosa at Florence the 
monastery itself is not shown to ladies, who have 
to be content with a model of the cells with their 
four tiny rooms in which the Carthusians live. 
The church stands on the site of the old palace 
of the Kings of Castile and was chosen by Juan I I 
in 1441 as his future mausoleum. Behind the High 
Altar is a very fine retablo by Gil de Siloe and Diego 
de la Cruz, which is gilded with some of the first 
gold brought by Columbus from the Indies. On 
the left are the scenes of the Annunciation and the 
anointing of the feet of Our Lord, and on the right 
is the Adoration of the Magi and the Betrayal of 
Judas. Above the tabernacle is the Assumption of 
the Blessed Virgin, and over this is a grand group 
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of angels surrounding Our Lord upon the Cross, 
while at the apex of the retablo is the pelican 
vulning her breast. Note at the base of this great 
screen, the kneeling figures of King Juan and his 
second wife, Isabella of Portugal, attended by their 
guardián angels. 
The glory of Miraflores is the sumptuous alabaster 
tomb of Juan I I and Isabella of Portugal, which is 
unsurpassed in beauty by any other tomb through-
out the world. Travellers from all parts are drawn 
to the Cartuja by its fame, and they are not destined 
to go away disappointed. The church built by Juan 
I I was destroyed by íire during his lifetime, but 
this tomb was raised by the great Queen Isabella, 
the Catholic, to the memory of her parents. Juan I I , 
the grandson of our John of Gaunt, was one of the 
feeblest of kings, a prey to favourites and a slave 
to pleasure, but he was at the same time a patrón 
of poets and a lover of arts ; tastes inherited 
perhaps from his English grandfather. His love 
of luxury and delight in splendour was such that 
i t is íitting that in death he should rest in one of 
the most magniíicent of royal tombs. His last 
resting-place is unequalled for richness of detall, 
delicacy of carving, and beauty of execution, 
although i t is impossible to avoid the feeling that 
i t is too perfect for one who frittered his life away 
on trifles and whose only beneíit for posterity was 
the legacy of his daughter, Isabella, the greatest 
of Spanish Queens. 
This tomb is the masterpiece of Gil de Siloe, 
father of the Diego de Siloe, who made the rich 
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Renaissance staircase in tlie north transept of the 
cathedral. I t was completed in 1493, and when 
Philip I I saw i t a century later, he exclaimed, 
" We liave done nothing ab the Escorial," whüe 
Napoleón I was so struck by its beauty that he 
wished to pay ib the doubtful compliment of re-
mo ving i t to Pañs. 
A massive iron railing surrounds the tomb, and 
from the short flight of steps on either side a good 
view of the figures can be obtained. The tomb is 
octagonal in form, with lions bearing shields with 
the royal arms at the angles, and in the sixteen 
intervening spaces are the figures of Abraham, 
Joseph, Samson, Edras, Jeremiah, Daniel, Esther, 
and the Cardinal Virtues, while above, at the 
corners, are the four Evangelists. The King is 
wearing his robes of state, which are so richly 
decked with gems that i t might seem a caprice 
on the part of the Sculptor were not his luxury-
loving tastes so well known. His right hand, which 
held the sceptre is missing, but his left clasps the 
folds of his gown, and on his breast is a magnificent 
collar. The face is handsome with long, curling 
hair and smooth, shaven chin, but the features are 
weak—the face of a man who would sacrifice a 
friend without compunction, as the unfortunate 
Alvaro de Luna found to his cost! Upon the King's 
head is a crown blazing with jewels. He rests upon 
a richly embroidered cushion, and, contrary to the 
custom of the period, his eyes are open. 
By his side rests his consort, Isabella of Portugal, 
a regal figure no less richly ciad, with half-closed 
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eyes, a diaphanous crown upon her head, while her 
gloved hands are clasping an open book. A tiny 
gxeyhound nestles at her feet. Very imposing does 
she look in the majesty of death, as she lies at peace 
in the beautiful Cartuja. 
I n an arched recess on the left is the tomb of 
their only son, Alfonso, a youth of exceptional 
promise, who won golden opinions from all who 
knew him. He was struck down at the early age 
of fifteen, and was generally believed to ha ve been 
poisoned—a belief which gained strength from the 
facfc that his death was reported three days before 
he was taken i l l , when he was still in perfect health. 
By his death his sister, Isabella, became the second 
heir to the throne of Castile. 
Don Alfonso kneels before a prie-Dieu beneath 
an arch of intertwined vine branches to which tiny 
children are clinging. The arch is supported on 
graceful pillars, in which are niches containing 
figures of the Apostles. The prince is wearing a 
long, loóse robe with the wide slashed sleeves of 
the period, richly embroidered with pearls, while 
the cushion upon which he is kneeling is no less 
richly wrought. He looks older than his age, and 
his hair, which is cut in a straight fringe across 
his forehead, falls in disorder at the back. His 
hands are joined in prayer and on his face is a sweet 
abstracted expression. 
On the south side of the choir is an interesting 
fifteenth-century Flemish triptych painted on wood. 
I t is the work of Juan de Flanders and portrays 
the road to Calvary, the Crucifixión, and the Burial 
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of Our Lord, with considerable skill. Note the in-
scriptions on tlie harness of the horses in the scene 
of the Crucifixión. 
In a chapel on the north side of the church is 
the famous statue of Saint Bruno, the founder of 
the Carthusian Order. I t is so wonderfully life-like 
that i t is hard to believe that i t is not a living 
ñgure. He is gazing at a crucifix which he holds 
in his hand and his mitre is at his feet. So eloquent 
is his glance that Philip IV, upon beholding the 
statue exclaimed, " He does not speak, but only 
because he is a Carthusian monk." 
The lancets on either side of the church are filled 
with interesting oíd stained glass. On the north 
side, beginning at the west end, is Christ in the 
Carden of Gethsemane, followed by the Road to 
Calvary and other scenes from the Passion until 
in the last window of the five is the Crucifixión. 
On the opposite side is Christ rising from the tomb, 
the Ascensión, Pentecost, and the coming of the 
Holy Spirit. 
The church follows the usual Carthusian arrange-
ment and is divided into three parts ; the west end 
for the public ; the centre for the lay brothers, and 
the east end, where there are some beautifully carved 
stalls, for the fathers themselves. 
On the occasion of one of my many visits, Pilar 
accompanied me, and when we came to the foot of 
the hill, just before the wall enclosing the huerta 
of the monastery begins, she drew my attention to 
an arch spanning the road. 
" You see that arch ? " she cried. " Anyone 
4 
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who passes under i t on their knees will be married 
before the year is out." 
I looked at the road which was inclies deep in a 
peculiarly penetrating white dust, and I looked at 
Pilar and asked:— 
" Yon really believe i t ? " 
" Certainly I do," she said defiantly. 4£ AU 
Burgos knows i t , " and without more ado, she went 
down on her knees and crawled under the arch, to 
the detriment of her stockings, if not to the en-
hancement of her matrimonial prospects by so 
doing. 
CHAPTEK IV 
AEANDA D E DUERO 
ARANDA is a city of balconies. My first impression was that every house seemed to 
have one or more, eitlier great or small, high or 
low, ranging from the simplest of iron bars to a 
perfect labyrintli of scrollwork. The balconies give 
a toucli of individuality to the town, whicb with its 
red-tiled roofs and picturesque corners, would be 
an artist's paradise were i t not for the plague of 
the children. Whenever I think of Aranda, I re-
member the children. For the boys of Aranda are 
bold with a badness quite beyond that of other 
Spanish children, and they not only dog the foot-
steps of strangers, pressing and swarming round 
them, but they even follow them into the churches, 
and with my own eyes, I have seen them fighting 
before the High Altar in their eagerness for " perri-
tas." 
Not many foreigners make their way to Aranda, 
yet the town is well worth visiting, bofch for the sake 
of its memories and on account of its architecture. 
The town has traditions stretching far back down 
the ages, being founded in the third century and 
subsequently burnt at the time of the Moorish 
invasión, while the Moors in turn were routed by 
(51) 
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Ramiro I I , and Fernán González with the aid of 
Saint James on the field called Mata Aranda. 
But the city did not recover its prosperity for many 
years, and i t was not until the reign of Sancho IV 
that the citizens were strong enough to extort con-
siderable powers of self-government from the Crown 
in the year 1201. 
I n the present day, Aranda is a sleepy Spanish 
town with the Duero, or as i t is more familiar to 
English readers under its Portuguese ñame, the 
Douro, flowing sluggishly round the mins of the 
ancient walls. The chief square in the city is the 
Plaza de la Constitución, in which stands an ochre-
coloured house, where Napoleón lodged after his 
victory at Gamonal in November, 1808. 
As I was wandering along a narrow street leading 
from the Plaza, I came quite unexpectedly upon the 
glorious Parish Church of Santa Maria, built in florid 
Gothic style with a doorway that many cathedrals 
might envy. I t is of the same period as the Cartuja 
of Miraflores, and has the same wealth of detall. 
The whole fagade is very fine, with delicate lace-like 
carving in stone, and was built by command of the 
Gatholic kings. Over the doorway are medallions 
of the Eternal Father and the Evangelists, while 
the beautiful Gothic arch is filled with figures of 
saints and angels. Over the entrance an ángel may 
be seen bringing tidings of great joy to the shepherds, 
and the wise men are issuing from a fortified city of 
many towers. Below are scenes of the Nativity 
and the Adoration of the Kings. 
The oíd wooden doors still remain intact with 
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their spirited carving. At the top is the Entry 
into Jerusalem, which is represented as a city of 
towers and cupolas. Below is the Last Supper 
which extends across two panels, and the Garden 
of Gethsemane. At the bottom are the figures of 
Saint James and Saint Ildefonso with two other 
saints. 
Above the doorway, the fa^ade is enriched with 
three medallions depicting the road to Calvary, the 
Crucifixión, and the Resurrection, which bring back 
memories of the work of Philip de Vignarni in the 
cathedral of Burgos, but are clearly of earlier date. 
Over these are shields bearing the arms of the town 
and of the Enriquez, admiráis of Castile, while a 
little lower are the yoke and arrows of Ferdinand 
and Isabella. At the top of the fa9ade beneath a 
graceful cornice are two huge shields bearing the 
coat of arms of Bishop Fonseca in relief, supported 
by lions and eagles. 
The interior is stately and imposing and contains 
a handsome Renaissance pulpit, believed to be the 
work of Juan de Juani. I t stands on a pillar and 
is entered by a ílight of steps enclosed by an 
órnate balustrade. I n the panels of the pulpit 
are the figures of the Evangelists, each represented 
twice ; in the upper half within a circle seated, and 
below writing at a desk. The canopy is likewise 
richly carved with figures of saints and at the 
summit stands the solitary figure of Our Lord. 
I n the Capilla Mayor is a sixteenth-century 
retablo which is worthy of notice, while at the 
west end of the church is a raised choir approached 
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by a staircase witli an elaborately órnate balus-
trade whicb shows traces of Mudejar influence. 
The chapéis are not of any particular interest, but 
in the Capilla de Nuestra Señora de las Candelas, 
which is cióse to the doorway by which we entered, 
is a Eenaissance sepulchral arch with a figure of 
the Madre Dolorosa in the tympanum and a re-
cumbent efíigy believed to be that of the founder. 
A little further along the same street is the church 
of San Juan Bautista, which is earlier in date but 
less rich in architecture than Santa Maria. The 
oíd cross, which stands in front of the church, adds 
a picturesque touch to the scene. San Juan 
Bautista has a fine tower of which the upper part 
has disappeared, but the lower portion remains as 
impregnable as a fortress. I t was from this tower 
in the Middle Ages that the alarm signal was 
sounded, when danger threatened the city. The 
tower is the oldest part of the present building and 
the church as it now stands dates from fourteenth 
or beginning of the fifteenth century. The fa9ade 
is simple and rather severe, with a figure of the 
Baptist standing in the wilderness over the doorway. 
The interior is spacious but less impressive in 
style than its sister church, Santa Maria. There is 
a beautiful retablo, with scenes from the Baptism 
in Jordán, in which the faces are unusually perfect, 
and Salome dancing before Herod, who is seated 
at a table dining. In one of the chapéis are groups 
of large figures, carved in wood and highly coloured, 
which once formed part of an early retablo. The 
scene of the Last Supper is especially striking, with 
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the lamb on the table and Judas with an evil, 
distorted face, the only Apostle without a beard. 
But i t was impossible to do justice to tbese carvings, 
for tbe crowd of children, wbich had been swarming 
round us all the afternoon, here redoubled their clam-
ours for " perritas," and when they received a stern 
refusal pursued us into the sacristy and attempted 
to bar the door with wooden staves. The thought 
of spending an enforced evening in this dusty refuge 
was not reassuring, and i t was impossible to make 
oneself heard amidst the shrill threats of the care-
taker's wife and the jubilant shouts of her assailants. 
Apparently the ringleaders had some private ven-
detta with her own children, for these had sought 
refuge with us in the vestry and assured us in 
tremulous tones that the others were very bad boys. 
A few threats to go straight to the guardia civil, 
however, speedily took the courage out of the aggres-
sors and two rather shame-faced little boys unbarred 
the door, while the bigger and more dominafcing 
ones slunk away without another word about 
" perritas." 
Although little visited by tourists, Aranda can 
be reached easily either by train from Valladolid 
or by motor bus from Burgos. I chose the latter 
route and thoroughly enjoyed the two and a half 
hours' drive through the plain of Castile with its 
radiant golden tints. There is also the further ad-
vantage that by this way i t is possible to visit 
another oíd Castilian town, Lerma, from which 
Philip I I I ' s favourite, Francisco de Sandoval, took 
his title as Duke of Lerma, 
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The entrance to the town is through an oíd 
gateway flanked by two circular towers, with four 
square-headed windows, protected by iron bars 
whicb replaced the earlier round windows. On 
either side are fragmenta of the oíd walls which 
were destroyed by Alfonso X I to strike terror into 
the hearts of the insubordínate townsmen. 
In the Plaza Mayor stand the remains of the 
sombre palace of the Cardinal Duke, built in severe 
grseco-Roman style, with a spacious patio with 
an arcade of five arches, supported on granite 
columns on either side. A hidden way formerly 
ran from the palace to the great Collegiate Church, 
by which the Duke of Lerma used to pass to hear 
Mass. 
The great church, La Colegiata, stands on the 
crest of the hill and is built on a scale of magnificence 
worthy of the days when the Duke constituted 
himself protector of the town—a scale quite dis-
proportionate with the present humble township. 
The church was reconstructed about a hundred 
years ago and has an air of almost dazzling newness, 
but in its style and proportions i t bears a striking 
resemblance to Philip II 's church at the Escorial. 
In the chancel is a veritable jewel of art—a treasure 
which alone would make the town of Lerma well 
worth visiting. This is the noble bronze eífigy of 
the Cardinal Duke of Lerma, which stands on the 
north side of the Capilla Mayor. I t was made by 
Pompei Leoni, the same craftsman who cast the 
famous bronze groups of the families of the Emperor 
Charles V and Philip I I at the Escorial. I t clearly 
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owes its inspiration to them, and rivals them in 
beauty, natural grace and richness, wtdle in execu-
tion i t is superior to the group of Charles V. The 
Duke of Lerma is kneeling upon embroidered 
cushions, while from his shoulders hangs a splendid 
cloak, ornamented with raised figures of saints and 
virgins, and in the centre is a shield with an Assump-
tion of the Blessed Virgin—a favourite theme with 
Italian artists of the period. Before the Duke lies 
an open book and on his face is an expression of 
devout abstraction. Every visitor to Valladolid 
will basten to compare this eífigy with that of the 
Duke in the Museum of Santa Cruz, which is also 
a masterpiece in bronze, but perhaps less rich 
in detail and less perfect in execution than this 
little-known figure in the remote township of Lerma. 
GHAPTEE V 
F A L E N C I A 
IN spite of its great antiquity, Falencia has a curiously modern air. Some fine tombs in the 
Archseological Museum in Madrid, and some weapons 
and ornaments in tlie local museum are all that 
remains of its Koman days, when as tlie flourisliing 
city of Pallentia i t occupied botli banks of the river 
and considerably exceeded tbe modern city of to-
day in size. Even the mediseval fortifications ha ve 
sufíered greatly, and although some strips of oíd 
wall still remain, these have lost their coping and 
much of their strength by the passage of time. 
Falencia is essentially a modern city ; more enter-
prising than Burgos, less commercial than Valla-
dolid, and undoubtedly prosperous in a somewhat 
commonplace way. 
The cathedral, which is dedicated to Saint Antolin, 
the patrón saint of the city, is built over the site 
of an earlier church on the spot where the saint's 
cave was discovered. I t is built in a ñorid Gothic 
style and is remarkable for the length of time i t 
took to build. Work was begun in the year 1328, 
and was still unfinished in 1486. There is no 
fa9ade as funds were lacking, but the Bishop's 
Door (Fuerta del Obispo) on the south side is a 
(58) 
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fine example of transitional Grothic. On the central 
shaft dividing the doorway stands the figure of 
Saint Antofin, and he appears again as a solitary 
figure at the apex of the arch. The tympanum 
is covered with diapered squares of animáis and 
grotesque figures—a curious and not very efíective 
form of decoration. On either side of the doorway 
are the twelve Apostles and in the shields above are 
displayed the arras of the Mendozas and Bishop 
Fonseca, who was a great benefactor to the cathedral. 
The interior is lofty and not well proportioned, 
although this defect is not very evident as the 
choir filis the greater portion of the nave and i t is 
impossible to gain a clear impression of the building 
as a whole. The wide arches supported on massive 
columns give a f eeling of great dignity and the east 
end, with its chevet of small chapéis, set amidst 
deepening shadows, is very lovely. 
The first object which catches the eye upon 
entering the cathedral is the great stone screen at 
the west end of the choir enclosure. I n this screen 
are two round-headed doorways with reliefs of 
Saint Ignatius and the martyrdom of Saint Bernard. 
I n the centre is a triptych painted by Juan de 
Holanda in 1505, depicting the seven sorrows of 
the Blessed Virgin. I t was given to the cathedral 
by Bishop Fonseca, and contains a valuable con-
temporary portrait of the Bishop, standing with 
his pastoral stafí at the feet of the Blessed Virgin. 
A fiight of twenty steps leads to a subterranean 
chapel which marks the site of Saint Antolin's cave. 
These were the work of Bishop Fonseca, and the 
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staircase is covered with reliéis relating to the 
history of the saint. The chapel is said to be 
primitive with a rude vault, but unfortunately, 
I had no opportunity of seeing it , as at the time of 
my visit, the well in the chapel had overflowed and 
the whole place was full of water. 
AU visitors to Burgos will remember Papa Mosca, 
that curious oíd clock, which has such an uncanny 
knack of striking the hour just when one does not 
happen to be looking, so that i t is almost impossible 
to catch Papa Mosca in the act of making a grimace. 
Palencia has a rival clock on the wall of the south 
transept, which is probably of about the same date. 
This clock is more elabórate and has three mechani-
cal figures ; a knight who strikes the hours ; a lion 
who marks the quarters, and a blackamoor who 
makes a grimace at each stroke. Altogether i t is 
quite an elabórate performance, though not as ex-
citing as the knights who t i l t in Wells Cathedral, 
who were the admiration of my childhood. 
I t was at this point in my tour of the cathedral 
that the Sacristán appeared and took me íirmly in 
hand. He insisted that I must see fche tapestry in 
the Chapter House and an extraordinary portrait of 
the Emperor Charles V in the sacristy. The latter 
proved to be one of those freaks of art dear to the 
hearts of sacristans. By some trick of perspective, 
when seen from above, the Emperor looks like an 
attenuated skeleton, hardly human in form, but 
when the eye is placed at the peep-hole, this 
monstrosity is transformed into a very tolerable 
likeness. 
FALENCIA 61 
The Sacristán next opened great presses in which 
were preserved fifteenth- and sixteentli-century 
vestments, few in comparison with the wealth dis-
played at Toledo bufc fine in quality, with gleaming 
tints of red and emerald which shone like jewels. 
This was especially noticeable in the scene of the 
Nativity and the Adoration of the Kings and in 
the background of pomegranates and roses. There 
is also a beautiful painting of Saint Catherine by 
Zuraban, with the light falling on her kneeling 
figure. 
The Chapter House, which does not open directly 
from the cloisters, as is usual, but is approached 
through an ante-room, is a large room with a groined 
ceiling. I t contains four magnificent pieces of 
Flemish tapestry, representing the Adoration of 
the Kings, Paradise, the Ascensión, the Eaising of 
Lazarus, and the struggle between the Virtues and 
the Vices. AU the colours are wonderfully preserved 
and the tapestry is as fresh to-day as if i t had just 
left the loom. 
There are two other churches in Falencia which 
are worth visiting. The most striking is San 
Miguel, which stands near the river Carrión, and 
has a magnificent tower which is a landmark for 
miles round. Indeed the church was built not only 
for the worship of God but also as a defence for 
the city, and in the Middle Ages, a watchman was 
stationed on the tower, when danger was threaten-
ing, who could give warning of the approach of the 
enemy. The church was built in the early years 
of the thirteenth century, and at the west end there 
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is a fine Gothic doorway, which, had i t not sufíered 
such grievous injury, would have been one of the 
best examples of the period in Spain. There are 
six rows of figures in the arcli, which include angels, 
musicians, scenes from the Last Judgment and the 
Eesurrection. Although most of the figures are 
headless, i t is nevertheless possible to form some 
idea of how beautiful the door must once have been. 
Only a few yards from the church runs the river 
Carrión, spanned by a fine stone bridge near the 
little island del Botillo del Obispo, where Charles V 
once held a great tournament. 
Built about the same time as San Miguel but 
much less well preserved is the church of San 
Franciso, which stands in the Plaza Mayor. I t is 
all that remains of a great convent, which once 
gave shelter to monarchs and was the scene of 
stormy meetings in the troubled reigns of Fernando 
IV and Alfonso X I . The fa9ade is oíd and irregu-
larly builfc and is approached by a small atrium 
with a lean-to roof. The nave is low and has been 
much altered, and the most striking feature of the 
church is the beautiful artesonado ceiling in the 
Sacristy, which is a good example of Mudejar work. 
All trace of the most interesting tomb that the 
church once contained has long since disappeared. 
This was the tomb of Don Tello, half-brother and 
bitter enemy of King Pedro the Cruel, who died 
within a year of that perfidious monarch's death. 
Don Tello had a warm afíection for Falencia, and 
although he died at Cuenca, i t was by his express 
wish that his body was brought to Falencia for 
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burial and interred in the Convent of San Francisco 
in the year 1370. 
The thought of Don Tello recalls memories of 
the most romantic scene in the long history of 
Falencia, for i t was in the time of his nephew, 
King Juan, that the city rose to fame. Castile 
was sufíering from the terrors of an English in-
vasión, for John of Gaunt was claiming the Spanish 
throne in the right of his wife Constance, daughter 
of Fedro the Cruel, and seeking to enforce his 
rights by the sword. The de Jacto King Juan I , 
who belonged to the illegitimate royal line of 
Trastamara, was hard pressed, and all the men of 
Falencia were with the royal army at Valderas, 
when news carne that John of Gaunt was approach-
ing the city. I t is easy to understand the panic 
that reigned within the city walls, the wild dashing 
to and fro, the useless orders, the vain cries for help. 
But the ladies of Falencia rose to the occasion and 
displayed supreme courage. The gates were barred 
and the walls manned to such purpose that the 
English retired in despair of capturing the city. 
When Juan I returned in triumph, there were more 
scenes of frenzied excitement, and in gratitude for 
their great deed, the King gave the ladies of Falencia 
the privilege of wearing a band of gold in their 
head-dress. Ñor was this all, for as a further mark 
of royal favour, he decreed that the marriage 
between John of Gaunt's daughter, Catherine, and 
his son, Enrique, the first prince of the Asturias, 
which was to cement the peace with England, 
should take place at Falencia. 
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The wedding was celebrated in the cathedral in 
1388 with great pomp and rejoicings. I t must 
have been a charming scene, for whatever the 
risks of child marriages in the future, there is no 
doubt that they made a very attractive picture. 
So, in the presence of the brilliant Spanish Couxt, 
Enrique, a timid, tongue-tied lad of nine, was 
wedded to his bride, a tall, well-grown girl three 
years his sénior, with the blue eyes and fair hair 
of her Plantagenet ancestors. Feasts and jousting 
followed and Falencia gave itself up to a week of 
unbroken gaieties. And the marriage, concluded for 
reasons of state, proved to be a wonderful success, 
for Catherine was a wise, far-sighted woman, when 
she grew up, wholly loyal to the interests of her 
adopted country, with a beneficial influence over 
her young husband, and after his death, when she 
ruled Spain during the minority of her young son, 
she was one of the most capable of Spanish Queens. 
CHAPTER V I 
V A L L A D O L I D 
YALLADOLID is a city wMch has known many vicissitudes. Once the seat of the 
Court and the capital of the kingdom, i t was the 
gayest, brightest city in the Peninsula. But evil 
days carne; the Court was transferred to Madrid 
and its prosperity steadily declined, until the 
French invasión at the beginning of the last century 
completed the work of ruin. So pitiful was the 
state of Valladolid that the British ambassador, 
Lord Auckland, writing a hundred years ago, 
speaks of the grass-grown streets and the all-
pervading desolation. " This is an extraordinary 
place and gives me melancholy ideas," he adds. 
But to-day there is nothing melancholy about 
Valladolid. I t is the largest and most prosperous 
town in Oíd Castile, but its renewed prosperity 
has come in an unlovely guise. For i t is to commerce 
that i t owes its changed fortune, and the great 
locomotive works which ha ve sprung up give bustle 
and animation to the streets, while at the same time 
making Valladolid one of the least attractive towns 
in Spain. There is a drabness about the streets, 
inseparable from manufacturing towns, and the 
brilliancy and gaiety of former days have fled 
for ever. Nothing but memories remain of that 
brief period of glory, when Valladolid was the 
capital of Spain and the sombre streets were gay 
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with the pleasure-loving courtiers who thronged to 
Philip I I I ' s extravagant Court. 
Yet Valladolid has a wealth of interesting 
associations, which will amply repay the traveller 
who pays i t a visit. I t was in the Vivero Palace, 
now the Law Gourts, that Ferdinand and Isabella 
were married in 1473, a unión which was one of the 
most romantic and most eventful in the history 
of the world. While in a gaunt oíd house, No. 7 
Calle Cristóbal Colon, the great navigator, Christo-
pher Columbus, died in 1506, after living there for 
eighteen months on his return from his third voyage, 
utterly ignored by the ungrateful Ferdinand. The 
street has been destroyed and the house now stands 
within the grounds of the Convent of the Sisters of 
the Visitation of Our Lady, locally known as Salesas. 
Bufc greatest of all the memories of Valladolid 
are those of Cervantes, who lived in the city and 
wrote the first part of the immortal Don Quixote 
in a picturesque oíd house in the Calle de Miguel 
Iscar. The house belongs to the King and has been 
carefully restored as in the lifetime of Cervantes. 
I t is used as a Cervantes Library, and is open to 
the public. On no account should lovers of the 
poet fail to visit this house, for here, as in Shake-
speare's house at Stratford, the intervening centuries 
seem to roll away, and the poet becomes a living 
reality. His presence seems to hover over the low 
simply-fumished rooms. Of the two houses, that 
of Cervantes seems to preserve the more intímate 
touch. The original door of the house has survived 
and stands on the left of the modern substituto, 
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showing how substantially houses were guarded in 
the Middle Ages in Spain. I n the hall hangs an 
oíd metal lamp of tlie time of Cervantes, and the 
kitchen has simple furniture of the same period, 
including a copper cooking pot and a large spoon 
ornamented with scallop shells. The library occu-
pies the back of the ground floor and leads to a 
tiny garden with a large fountain and the remains 
of a pórtico, brought from the Hospital of the 
Resurrection. Returning to the house, a narrow 
staircase leads to the upper rooms. At the head 
of the stairs hangs a curious oíd map of the world, 
before the discovery of the Indies by Golumbus. 
The three small rooms 011 this floor are those in 
which Cervantes lived and worked, and the central 
one with a capacious table is where he is said to 
ha ve penned his immortal work. 
I n comparison with the majority of Castilian 
cities, Valladolid cannot lay claim to any buildings 
of very great antiquity. One of the oldest, which 
is a good example of Mudejar architecture, is 
hidden away near the oíd brick church of the 
Magdalena. This is the fa9ade of the Palace of 
María de Molina, the wise Queen who ruled Spain 
during the stormy minority of her young son, 
Fernando IV. The palace was built in the thir-
teenth century and was granted by her to the nuns 
of Las Huelgas, as a convent. The enormous 
horse-shoe arch enclosing a smaller doorway is very 
remarkable, and owes much of its efíect to the large 
size of the bricks and to the lavish use of mortar. 
The church, which was not completed until the 
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sixteenth century, was designed by Herrera and is 
cold and austere, as is so much of his work. I n the 
nave lie the remains of the royal founder, Maria 
de Molina, translated here when the building was 
finislied. I t is a Gothic tomb with a recumbent 
effigy of the Queen, but much mutilated by vandal 
hands. 
In striking contrast to the riotous richness of the 
church of San Pablo and the Colegio de San Gregorio 
is the plain severity of the cathedral in Valladolid. 
I t was begun by Herrera in the year 1585, on a 
scale worthy of Spain at the zenith of her greatness, 
and then abandoned by Philip I I in favour of the 
Escorial. AU that materialised of the building, 
which was to have been as large as the cathedral of 
Toledo, was the west front, one tower and four 
bays of the nave. The tower collapsed in 1841, 
and has been rebuilt, while the west front was ruined 
by Churriguera's alterations in the eighteenth cen-
tury. The exterior as a whole is heavy and un-
afctractive, but the interior, although bare and 
austere, has an impression of majesby. There is 
nothing of any particular interest to be seen in the 
cathedral, except the silver custodia of Juan of 
Arfe, made in 1509, which is considered his master-
piece, but I must confess that I have never acquired 
any enthusiasm for these particular works of art. 
This is certainly a very elabórate example of its 
kind, standing six feet high, in the form of a four-
storied temple, with figures of Adam and Eve and 
a relief of the Annunciation. 
The visitor who hastens to the church of Santa 
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María la Antigua, which is described in the guide-
books as the most attractive clmrch in the city, 
must be prepared for a shock. For the oíd church 
has vanished. The authorities, finding the fabric 
unsafe, pulled down the building and the laborious 
task of re-erection is now proceeding. The lofty 
tower, Byzantine in style, with semicircular Win-
dows, has been rebuilt and is again a landmark in 
the city, and the external cloister on the north 
side of the church remains intact. But the farnous 
retablo of Juan de Juani, over which the guide-
books grow enthusiastic, has been removed for 
safety and is not to be seen. 
The church of San Pablo, once part of a Dominican 
convent, is the greatest contrast possible to the 
cathedral of Valladolid. Never were two churches 
more unlike, the one a riot of ornament and excess 
of detall, the other cold, stern, and oppressive. 
The fagade of San Pablo is famous throughout 
Spain, and is considered by many Spaniards to be 
one of the architectural marvels of their country. 
Again and again in my travels I have been asked 
if I have seen San Pablo in Valladolid, and when I 
could reply in the negative, I was regaled with long 
and enthusiastic descriptions of the delights in 
store. Now that I have seen it , I have to be more 
cautious, for not for the world would I wound any 
Spaniard's feelings by confessing that the very ex-
uberance of the architecture leaves me chill and cold. 
The church was rebuilt by Cardinal Juan de 
Torquemada (not of Inquisition fame) in 1463, and 
was completed in the se venteen th century by 
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Philip I I I ' s favourite, the Duke of Lerma, wlio 
spent no less then 70,000 ducats in raising the nave 
and making additions to the fagade. He chose 
San Pablo as his Pantheon, and spared neither 
trouble ñor expense in copying the royal model at 
the Escorial, The life-size bronze figures of the 
Duke and his wife, Doña Catalina, now in the 
museum in San Gregorio, were prepared to stand 
in a recess on the left of the presbytery. The tomb 
itself was beneath the pavement and with the 
royal model ever in mind, he had a small room built 
overlooking the High Altar. This was done in 
1604, and when Doña Catalina died in the following 
year she was buried with due pomp in San Pablo. 
But alas for the vanity of human wishes. Lerma 
was never destined to rest in the mausoleum he 
had so carefully prepared, for he fell a victim to the 
caprices of his royal master, and fourteen years 
later the tomb was profaned, his bones scattered 
to the four winds of heaven, and the bronze efíigies, 
which alone survive, rest in dreary isolation in the 
museum. 
Stand for a moment with your back to the west 
front of San Pablo and look across the Plaza to 
the córner on the left, where there is a house with 
a graceful window supported by dragons. I n this 
house Philip I I was born on May 21, 1547, and was 
carried along a covered way to be baptised in San 
Pablo. Immediately opposite the church stands 
the palace which Philip I I I bought from the Duke 
of Lerma. I t is now the residence of the Captain-
General, but the royal arms over the doorway bear 
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testimony to its brief existence as a royal residence. 
Within is a spacious patio, built in stone of mellow 
gold, adorned witli busts of the Eoman Bmperors. 
Adjoining San Pablo is tbe Colegio de San 
Gregorio, founded by Cardinal Cisneros, the great 
minister of Ferdinand and Isabella. The Cardinal 
may be seen over the doorway kneeling before 
bis patrón, Saint Gregory. The upper part of the 
fayade is filled by a gigantic tree springing from 
a fountain, with birds and children hiding in the 
branches, which bear pomegranates to symbolise 
the recent capture of Granada from the Moors. 
I n the centre is an enormous shield bearing the arms 
of the Catholic kings, who were the protectors of 
the College. The whole is in florid Renaissance 
style, probably the work of the same hand that 
added fche upper stages at San Pablo. 
The great patio within the College is a dream of 
beauty, with the same twisted columns and wealth 
of fleur-de-lis as characterised the fa9ade. I t con-
sists of a double gallery with six arches on either 
side, and the upper gallery is enriched by an open 
balustrade and sumptuous arches, the heads of 
which are filled with vine branches and bunches of 
grapes. Above are splendid gargoyles of men and 
monsters, which do credit to the imagination of the 
artist. The College is now used as a training school 
for teachers, and apart from the patio there is not 
much to be seen, as the building sufíered severely 
at the hands of the French, when a Pietk by Gil de 
Siloe, said to rank with his masterpiece, the tomb 
of Juan I I at Miraflores, was wantonly destroyed. 
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I f time allows, the round church of Santa Ana, 
near tlie Plaza Mayor, should be visited for the sake 
of Goya's pictures. Three of the altar-pieces are 
his work, and show a deep religious feeling, by no 
means characteristic of his brush. There is deep 
pathos in the scene round the bedside of the dying 
Joseph, and Saint Bernard baptising a convert is 
a supremely beautiful figure. Three other altar-
pieces of much inferior merit are the work of 
Goya's brother-in-law, Bayeu. 
Let us go next to the Plaza Mayor, around which 
such poignant memories centre. Now merely a 
dull, tree-shaded square, noisy as the junction of 
many trams, i t is only by a stern efíort of the im-
agination that it is possible to recall the scenes of 
unspeakable horror, bewildering gaiety and sense-
less extravagance which the Plaza Mayor has 
witnessed in other days. I t was here in October, 
1474, that Ferdinand and Isabella held bull-fights 
lasting a whole week to amuse ten thousand guests, 
while the youth of the city sought to outshine all 
rivals by the daring of their deeds. 
But as the fortunes of Spain grew darker, so do 
the memories of the Plaza Mayor assume a more 
gloomy form. For on May 21, 1559, the first 
Auto-da-fé ever held in Spain was held in the 
Plaza Mayor in the presence of Philip ITs widowed 
sister, Juana, which was followed a few weeks later 
by another, which the King attended in person. 
Thereafter Autos-da-fé were held with ever-in-
creasing frequency under the stern influence of the 
Inquisitor-General, Torquemada. 
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Fortunately other and happier memories came to 
displace these scenes of cmelty. Valladolid found 
great favour in the eyes of the Duke of Lerma, and 
the city enjoyed a period of unprecedented splen-
dour. His royal master, Philip I I I , fulfilled the 
hopes of the citizens in buying the Duke of Lerma's 
palace as a Crown residence, and there in the year 
1605 the Queen gave birth to a son and lieir, the 
future Philip IV. Twenty-seven years had elapsed 
since a son had been born to the reigning house, 
and amidst a frenzy of joy, free food was distributed 
to the hungry and silver coins were scattered broad-
cast as largesse. From every window wax torches 
flared, while the King and Queen knelt to return 
thanks for this crowniDg mercy in the church of 
San Pablo. 
The baptism of the infant heir took place within 
the walls of the same church on Whitsunday amidst 
scenes of prodigal splendour. Spain, over-taxed, 
drained by a century of continuous warfare and 
ruined by bad internal administration, was in no 
condition to bear such an additional burden, but 
the King and the Duke of Lerma squandered 
money with reckless hands. Early in the day, 
Philip, whom etiquette forbade to take any part 
in the actual ceremony, walked with his courtiers 
accompanied by six hundred Dominican monks 
from the San Pablo to the cathedral, there to 
dedícate his infant heir to the cause of the Church. 
The baptism itself, which took place in the after-
noon, was dazzling in its magnificence. The Prince 
was carried in the arms of Lerma to the church 
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porcli, wliere Gardinals and Bisliops in M I canonical 
robes'waited to receive him, and tliousands of spec-
tators pressed round to catch a glimpse of their 
future King. Amongst the distinguished guests 
were the members of an English peace embassy 
under Admiral Howard, one of Spain's most in-
vetérate enemies, who had helped to destroy the 
Armada and only five years previously bad sacked 
Cádiz. He and the otber envoys watched the pro-
ceedings from a balcony. 
The actual font in which Saint Dominio had been 
baptised five hundred years bef ore had been brought 
from the tiny village of Galguera and set beneath a 
jewelled canopy supported on silver pillars in San 
Pablo. Philip Dominic, the heir to the Spanish 
throne, was then solemnly received into the Church. 
But the ceremony did not cióse without an un-
fortunate incident. For during the proceedings 
the infant's richly-jewelled robes, laid aside at the 
moment of immersion, were stolen by one of the 
grandees, who alone were near enough to gain 
possession of them, and the unlucky Prince left the 
church as meagrely attired as the most humble of 
his subjects. 
Throughoufc the reign of Philip I I I , Valladolid 
enjoyed great prosperity, but with his death, evil 
days set i n ; for Philip IV, unmindful of the fact 
that i t was his birthplace, deserted the city for 
Madrid. And as if this royal desertion were not in 
itself a sufficient misfortune, a series of unprece-
dented calamities befell the city, which in turn 
was devastated by famines, water spouts, plagues, 
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and pestilences, with consequences from which i t 
never wholly recovered. These disasters culminated 
finally in a flood in February, 1636, in which no 
fewer than eight hundred houses and convents were 
swept away, and from that time Valladolid sank 
from being the capital of the country into a second-
rate provincial town. 
GHAPTER V I I 
SEGOVIA 
AVILA and Segovia are rivals in my afíections, 
XJL .and I can never decide whicli really holds the 
foremost place. But if Avila attracts me by its 
wonderful girdle of grey walls, I must award the 
palm for beauty to Segovia. For i t is a hill city 
situated upon a commanding height, surrounded 
by a green and smiling vega, and encircled by 
the twin streams, the Eresma and tbe Clamores. 
Never is Segovia more lovely than in the autumn, 
when fche trees are golden-tinted and the sun 
shining from a cloudless sky transforms the city 
into a jewel in a setting of gold. 
Like many other Castilian cities, the station 
lies some way from the town, but the traveller 
who tramps along the dusty interminable road is 
rewarded by a delightful surprise. For without 
warning, at a bend in the road, he finds himself 
face to face with the gigantic span of the aqueduct, 
which stretches across the centre of the town, 
dwarfing the houses which cluster about i t until 
they look like children's playfchings. The aqueduct, 
which was built in the time of Trajan or even earlier, 
is one of the íinesb survivals of Román civilisation 
left in the world, and its perfect preservation 
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inevitably arouses comparison with tliat otlier 
aqueduct, which. bears the ñame of Trajan, and 
runs half-ruined across the Eoman Gampagna. 
The Spanish aqueduct is a marvel of construction, 
the great blocks of veined granite being held fcogetlier 
by neither clamps ñor mortar. I t begins at Fuente 
Fria, some ten miles from Segovia, with. an arcade 
of single arcbes and crosses the valley to the 
Alcázar, the arches rising in height as the ground 
sinks, until in the centre of the town tbere is a 
double tier of arcbes, tbe central ones being 102 
feet in height. I t has undergone many vicissi-
tudes, being partly destroyed by tlie Moors in tbe 
eleventh century, when tbey were besieging the 
city. The restoration was carried out by tbe 
orders of Queen Isabella, wlio entrusted tlie task 
to a young monk, Fray Juan Escovedo, who did 
the work witb such remarkable skill that the re-
construction is indistinguishable from the older 
work, 
I t is impossible to imagine Segovia without the 
aqueduct, so essentially is i t part of the town. 
Locally tiie aqueduct is known as el Puente del 
Diablo (tke Devü's Bridge) owing to a strange 
legend about its origin. Once long ago, so the 
story runs, tbe Devil came to Segovia and fell 
deeply in love with a fair maid of tbe city, but ske, 
not wishing to have anything to do with him, 
promised him ker hand, if ke performed wkat she 
believed to be an impossible task. TMs was nothing 
less tkan to build an aqueduct wkich would supply 
Segovia with water, in the course of a single night. 
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The Devil set busily to work and laboured with 
such a will, that just before dawn, the maiden 
saw to her horror that the aqueduct was wellnigh 
complete. But being not only a pretty girl but 
also quick-witted, she devised a plan to circumvent 
him, and while the Devil was away, fetching the 
last of the great blocks, she removed a small stone 
from one of the pillars and secreted i t . As soon 
as the sun rose, the Devil carne to claim his reward, 
pointing in triumph to his achievement, but the 
maiden coolly drew his attention to the gap in 
the stonework, and declared that as the aqueduct 
was unfinished, the contract was void. The Devil 
vanished in a furious dust storm and was never, 
seen in Segovia from that day to this. The arches 
have been for centuries built into the city walls; 
and in the market-place, where they are seen 
to the best advantage, sellers of red earthenware 
pottery sit with their backs to the giant blocks, 
ofíering their wares to the passers-by. No one who 
visits Segovia should fail to walk along the top of 
the aqueduct, access to which is obtained by a door 
at the end of the flight of steps leading from the 
market-place, whence a wonderful panorama of the 
country can be'seen, and the cathedral and Alcázar 
viewed from a new point of vantage. 
From the market-place, the Calle Eeal leads to 
the cathedral, but on the way the visitor should 
pause at the low archway on the left, which leads to 
the church of Corpus Christi. This is one of the oíd 
Jewish churches, built in Moorish style, which was 
used as a synagogue until 1410. In some respects 
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tliis churcli is even more interesting than the sister 
churcli of Santa Maria la Blanca in Toledo, with 
which i t challenges comparison. The arches are 
more perfect horse-shoes, the capitals more elabor-
ately carved and the arabesques in tlie spandrels 
more puré in style, but in both the stucco is carved 
witb a care and beauty worthy of stone. 
As is often tbe case in synagogues converted to 
Christian use, there is a tradition that tbe cburch 
of Corpus Christi was tbe scene of miraculous inter-
vention to avert sacrilege on the part of tbe Jews. 
The sacristán of the neighbouring church of San 
Facundo had been bribed to allow the consecrated 
Host to pass into the hands of a rabbi as security 
f or a loan, and the Jews, meeting in their synagogue, 
now the church of Corpus Christi, were about to 
commit sacrilege by trampling the sacred wafer 
under foot, when a rending noise was heard, the 
whole building shook, and terrified by these portents 
they fled in confusión. In testimony to the truth 
of this tradition, the sacristán still draws attention 
with pride to a long crack in the wall of the church. 
I t is only a few minutes' walk from Corpus Christi 
to the cathedral, which is one of the latest Gothic 
churches in Spain. The oíd cathedral, which stood 
near the Alcázar, was destroyed by the Commune 
in May, 1520, with the exception of the cloisters, 
which were laboriously removed stone by stone by 
the townspeople and re-erected where they now 
stand. The present building was begun two years 
later, by Juan de Hontañon, who had already built 
the new cathedral at Salamanca. Profiting by 
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experience lie raised a grander and more harmonious 
cathedral in Segovia, flamboyant in style, but with 
a restraint lacking in his earlier work. There is 
no excess of meaningless detail to bewilder the eye, 
which never wearies of gazing at the choir with its 
simple chevet and rich vaulting. The fine stained-
glass Windows shed a subdued light which trans-
form the yellow stone of which the cathedral is 
built into rich golden hues. The columns which 
support the lofty arches are massive in girth, and, 
as a sign of the lateness of the Gothic architecture, 
there is no triforium, but a finely-carved flamboyant 
balustrade runs round the nave and transepts be-
low the clerestory. The great reredos of precious 
marbles erected for Garlos I I I by General Sabatini 
seems out of keeping with the simple dignity of the 
church. 
The cloisters on the south side are very graceful, 
and the oíd well in the centre, covered by a vine, 
gives a touch of charming colour with its emerald 
leaves against the tawny stone. I n a side chapel 
is the tomb of Don Pedro, the infant son of 
Enrique I I , who met a tragic death by falling from 
his nurse's arms, as she stood on a balcony at the 
Alcázar, into the chasm below. Although a mere 
baby at the time of the tragedy, Don Pedro's 
effigy represents him as a youth with a tunic and 
sword. He was buried originally in the oíd cathedral, 
and the grief-stricken father made an endowment 
for four chaplains and two porters to keep watch 
over his last resting-place, but when his tomb was 
removed to its present site, after the rebuilding of 
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the cloisters, no more was heard about the attendant 
guard. 
This sad story of Don Pedro naturally suggests 
a visit to the Alcázar, which is one of the finest 
mediseval castles in Castile. I t is now a military 
museum, and in spite of fires and other perils the 
exterior is little altered. The quaintly corbelled 
turrets or bartizans which spring from the walls 
at half their height are a cliaracteristic feature of 
Spanish military architecture and carry us back 
to feudal times. The whole fa§ade is covered with. 
curious lace-like diaper pattern, wbicli closer in-
vestigation shows to have been stamped upon the 
plaster with a mould. The castle is protected by 
a moat spanned by a narrow bridge, which leads 
to the great keep, and thence to a two-storied 
patio. 
The interior of the Alcázar is less interesting, as 
i t was destroyed by fire some forfcy years ago, but 
many of the rooms are of interest by reason of 
fcheir associations. The finest room of all is the 
Sala del Trono, with superb views from the windows, 
showing a drop of two hundred feet o ver the Eresma. 
The throne with crimson trappings is still in situ, 
bearing the initials F. and I . in memory of the 
Catholic kings, who kept their state in this very 
hall. Just ofí the main hall is a tiny gnardroom, 
a mere cell, in which a sentry was posted while the 
King was holding his Court in the larger room. 
Another room, known as the Sala del Cordón, 
is decorated with the cords of Saint Francis, for 
i t was here, so the legend runs, that Alfonso el 
6 
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Sabio dared to doubt that the sim moved round 
the earth, whereupon a deafening crash of thunder 
signified the wrath of Heaven. In penance for his 
scepticism, the King girded himself with the original 
rope of Saint Francis, and his room was decorated 
with the twisted cords as a salutary reminder in 
case his mind should be tempted to stray again in 
the paths of dangerous speculation. 
Quite the most charming room in the Alcázar is 
the Mirador of Queen Isabella, with its coloured 
ceiling and glorious view. Just beyond the Mirador 
is a curious little turret, which served in olden 
times as a look-out station. From this point there 
is a good view of the balcony, from which the Infante 
Pedro fell from his nurse's arms and was dashed to 
pieces in the rocky gorge below, while the unhappy 
nurse, overwhelmed with horror, sought oblivion 
by throwing herself after him over the abyss. 
The great tower built by Juan I I is the most 
striking feature of the castle, and the magnificent 
view from the top well repays the somewhat ex-
hausting climb. The great plain of Castile stretches 
to the horizon, and in the foreground, the quaint 
cave dwellings, which are such a characteristic 
feature of Segovia, are plainly visible. For many 
years the tower was an impregnable and much 
dreaded dungeon, in which unhappy prisoners pined 
away without hope of rescue. Amongst the victims 
immured within these walls was, for a short period, 
Juana la Loca, the weak-witted daughter of the 
great Queen Isabella. 
From the days when Segovia was a Moorish 
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stronghold, tlie Alcázar has been a favourite resi-
dence of the sovereigns of Gastile. Here Alfonso 
el Sabio often stayed, holding the Cortes and dis-
pensing justice, and within these walls, in August, 
1258, he nearly met his death. For while he was 
seated snrrounded by his Oourt, a furious storm 
aróse, in which a great part of the castle suddenly 
collapsed, burying the company in the ruins, and 
killing many, although the King himself had a 
miraculous escape. 
But i t is of the girlhood of Queen Isabella— 
the great Queen whose reign saw the conquest 
of Granada and the discovery of America—that 
Segovia holds the most stirring memories. As a 
girl she lived in the Alcázar while her half-brother, 
Enrique IV, kept his Gourt at Segovia. There she 
found faithful friends in the governor of the fortress, 
Andrés Cabrera and his wife, Doña Beatriz, who 
carne fco her aid when Enrique sought to forcé her 
into marriage with the Marques of Calatrava, an 
uncouth boor, but the brother of the royal favourite, 
Juan de Pachecho, Marques of Villena. 
Isabella shared the dangers of her brother's 
troubled reign, for his scandalous life and ineptitude 
for government brought the country to the chaos 
of civil war, and she was in the Alcázar when Segovia 
surrendered to the rebels in 1467. For a time she 
followed the fortunes of her brother Alfonso, until 
his prematuro death at Burgos left her in the 
dangerous position of heiress to the throne. 
At this time, Isabella was nearly seventeen years 
of age, a fair, round-faced girl, with large blue eyes 
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and the reddish hair of her Plantagenet ancestors, 
whose naturally strong will and sound judgment liad 
been strengthened by the troubles of her early life. 
She had no natural protector, as her mother had 
fallen a victim to the insanity hereditary to the 
House of Portugal, and her brother, the King, was 
her most dangerous enemy, who sought at the 
bidding of the wicked Pachecho to kidnap her and 
hold her prisoner, to prevent her marriage with the 
young Ferdinand of Aragón, on whom she had 
set her heart. But Isabella outwitted them by a 
secret marriage at Valladolid, and the Alcázar saw 
another scene in the long drama, when Isabella 
came again to Segovia on December 28, 1473, and 
through the good offices of her friends. Doña Beatriz 
and Cabrera, was formally reconciled to the King 
and recognised by him as his heir. 
Pachecho, furious at the news, sent an insolent 
message to the King bidding him expel his sister, 
and the weak Enrique swayed from one party to 
the other as each had, for the moment, his ear. 
But Isabella took the bold course of sending for 
Ferdinand, and reconciling him to the King, which 
she accomplished with such success that on Jan-
uary 4, the three rodé together in state through 
the streets of Segovia amidst acclamations of joy 
from the citizens. On Twelfth Night all three 
were present at a great banquet given by the 
Governor and Doña Beatriz in their honour, and 
while the mmstrels were playing in the hall after 
dinner, the Kmg was seized with sudden illness. 
Murmurs of poison were freely whispered and 
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prayers and processions continued day and night 
for his recovery, which was so far achieved tliat 
he was able to move to Madrid where he lingered 
for a year in constant agony. Meanwhile Isabella 
remained at the Alcázar, seeking safety under the 
protection of Cabrera, and on December 12, 1474, 
when Enrique died, she at last came to tbe rightful 
position from which sbe bad been debarred so long. 
Segovia was tbe first city to proclaim Isabella 
sovereign of Castile, and a throne was erected in 
the Plaza Mayor, where sbe took ber seat while 
the citizens flocked to swear allegiance, and sbe, 
for ber part, took a solemn oath to respect the 
ancient liberties of Castile. When tbis ceremony 
was completed, Isabella moved at the head of a 
stately procession to the oíd cathedral, where the 
Te Deum was chanted and the Queen knelt before 
the High Altar, and returned thanks to God. On 
the second day of January, Ferdinand joined her 
and the young sovereigns rodé side by side through 
streets thronged with welcoming crowds to the 
Alcázar, there to begin the long reign which was 
to prove the most glorious in the annals of Spain. 
Just across the valley lies the great monastery 
of El Parral, founded by the royal favourite, Juan 
Pachecho, who in his lifetime lived in more than 
royal state, and in his death sought a resting-place 
worthy of the tombs of kings. In its full splendour, 
the monastery of El Parral must ha ve been of almost 
dazzling magniñcence, for, even in the desolation 
which has fallen upon it, it has a beauty peculiarly 
its own. Time has dealt harshly with the convent, 
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which was suppressed in the sixteenth century, 
and all that remains are cloisters fallmg to ruin, 
crumbling aretes and a desoíate church, yet, even 
in decay, the beauty of the situation beside the 
river invests i t with a mournful charm. 
The custodian, almost as frail and broken as the 
buildings themselves, tells the story of the found-
ing of the monastery. On that very spot stood a 
humble hermitage dedicated to Santa Maria del 
Parral, and here one day Juan Pachecho, as a 
young man, was attacked by three enemies at 
the same time. These he overéame by the simple 
device of throwing them into confusión with the 
cry: " Traitor, your villainy will not avail you. 
I f one of your two companions keeps his word to 
me, we are equal." Whereupon each looked upon 
the other with suspicion and Pachecho disarmed 
them with ease. I n gratitude for this providential 
escape, which he attributed to the power of the 
Virgin of the Hermitage, he founded a monastery 
on the site, entrusting the building to Juan Gallego 
of Segovia and choosing the monks of Saint Jerome 
to people i t . 
The plan of the church is interesting, as i t is one 
of the earliest and best examples of the peculiar 
Geronomite arrangement. I t is like a gridiron in 
shape, with a single nave which broadens at the 
west end, and has bwo chapéis, one in each bay on 
either side. The entrance is at the west beneath 
the choir, which is raised and set in a deep gallery. 
The magmficent Capilla Mayor is the work of Juan 
Guan of Toledo and was built in 1485. I t is five 
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sided and has six graceful lancet windows, filled 
with great figures of the Apostles, which light the 
apse and transepts. The vault above the crossing 
is in the form of a star and is covered with rich 
decorative work. 
On eitlier side of the Higli Altar kneel the white 
marble figures of Juan Pachecho and his wife, 
Doña Maria Carrero, with an attendant, beautifully 
executed in plateresque style but sadly mutilated 
by vandal hands. Even more lovely is the ex-
quisite Gothic tomb of their daughter, Doña 
Beatriz Pachecho, Condesa de Medellin, which 
stands in the right arm of the crossing. Her 
recumbent figure in alabaster is serene in its dig-
nity, while the niches at the sides are filled with the 
seated figures of Bishops and Gardinals. The tomb 
is worn by time, but even in decay is supremely 
beautiful. 
The church has all the desolation of disuse and 
prolonged decay, but the retablo, a grand work of 
Diego de Urbino, painted in 1526 for the Pachecho 
family, still remains in its original position. The 
twenty-seven stalls which once filled the choir were 
carved by Bartolomeo Fernandez about the same 
date and may be studied in the Museo Arqueológico 
in Madrid. They represent, for the most part, 
scenes from the Apocalypse, and are carved with 
surprising forcé and vigour. The four horsemen of 
the Apocalypse may be seen riding with their wonted 
recklessness, and amongst other subjects which at-
tract the eye is Death with his skull and scythe 
mounted on a black horse trampling upon a pros-
88 THE LURE OF CASTILE 
trate people, while on another stall, three horsemen 
with ñames spouting from tlieir horses' nostrils are 
attacking a saint who confronts tliem pen in hand. 
Note also the scene in which a furious battle is raging 
for the possession of a town in which the defenderá 
with crossbows face the muskets of the attacking 
forcé. The door leading to the sacristy is a fine 
example of Renaissance architecture. The delicate 
tracery of the arch terminates in a trefoil in the 
centre of which Our Lord and the Blessed Virgin 
are seated, while at the sides angels are holding 
shields. 
Everywhere the seal of decay has fallen upon El 
Parral; the abomination of desolation has eaten 
deep in its midst. Even the hill-side once so green 
that it gave rise to the saying—• 
" Las huertas del Parral , 
P a r a í s o terrenal ," 
has become bleak and barren. The cloisters with 
their massive semicircular arches and picturesque 
roof are slowly crumbling away, the grass in the 
Garth runs riot, the sacristy and prior's cell lie in 
ruins and even the refectory, with its fine roof and 
richly-wrought reader's pulpit has sunk into dilapi-
dation like the rest. Nowhere is the vanity of 
human ambition more clearly disclosed than in 
this deserted monastery. 
Following the road to the left, up the slope of 
the hill, the round church of Vera Cruz comes in 
sight. I t stands on a bare hill-side, overlooking 
the valley, the one beautiful thing in a barren 
landscape, while along the winding road, peasants 
SEGOVIA 89 
with laden donkeys wend their way, until it seems 
as if the background of one of Velasquez's pictures 
had suddenly come to life. The clmrcli was built 
by Honorius I I in imitation of the Holy Sepulchre 
whicli he had once visited. I t is twelve sided, 
the nave bnttressed at the angles, with twelve 
little windows witb overhanging eaves. On tbe 
north and east sides are doorways witb great semi-
circular arch. The interior of the bnilding has 
the same twelve-sided form but is divided into 
two stories, and in the upper chamber over the 
chancel was the repository of the fragment of the 
True Cross, the great treasure of the church, which 
vanished more than three hundred years ago. 
Seven small windows look into the church from 
this upper chamber, while below in a marble urn 
are the remains of Juan de la Cruz, the mystic 
and devoted friend of Santa Teresa. 
Segovia is a city which I hope many times to 
revisit, for it has a magnetic power which draws 
those who have been there back and back again. 
But I trust that I shall never again have an ex-
perience which befell me on my first visit; an 
experience which I believe could only have happened 
in Spain. After a long and exhausting day of sight-
seeing, I was driving to the station in the bus of 
the hotel where I had lunched, when I heard one 
of my companions, a stout Spanish lady, say to her 
daughter, a pretty, dark-eyed girl: 
" I wonder if there will be seats in the train 
to-night ? " 
í£ Of course there will be seats if you are with 
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us," rejoined the young man, wlio was accompany-
ing them. " You always bring us luck, Doña 
Esperanza." 
" What a flatterer you are, Don Luis," said the 
lady highly delighted. 
I took all this to be a peculiarly feeble form of 
bumour, and wben we arrived at the station, I 
went to the booking office and asked for a ticket 
to Madrid with unabated confidence. 
The woman in the office shook her head and waved 
me away. " There are no seats to-night." 
" No seats," I gasped. " What am I to do ? " 
For the unpleasant thought obtruded itself, that 
the Madrid train, being a limited express, would 
carry no passengers in excess of the seating ac-
commodation. There was no slow train that night, 
so I bundled back into the bus in company with 
Doña Esperanza and her daughter and Don Luis, 
who bore their misfortune with the utmost good 
humour. I , for my part, was less cheerful, as I 
was about to throw myself on the mercy of the 
hotel keeper for the night, and travellers unaccom-
panied by luggage are invariably accorded a chilly 
reception. 
But for once my fears proved groundless. As 
the bus stopped at the hotel, I saw the portly figure 
of the landlady upon the threshold. 
cí " A*1' Señorita," she cried, with a radiant smile, 
" so you had no luck. I thought when I saw you 
gomg to the station, that I should see you back 
agam to-night." 
CHAPTER V I I I 
AVILA 
SANTA TERESA, 1515-1582 
A V I L A is Santa Teresa's city, just as Assisi 
jLlLbelongs for all time to Saint Francis, but 
wbereas in Assisi new buildings have transformed 
the scene of the saint's ministry, Avila has cbanged 
so little in the last four centuries that i t is still 
possible to look upon the very scenes that Santa 
Teresa saw, and to wander along the same narrow 
tortuous streets that she so often trod. A very 
remarkable woman was Santa Teresa, whose in-
fluence still lives in the rugged wall-girt city. I n 
her lifetime she dominated the church in Spain, 
and in death she became not merely one of the 
greatest of Spanish saints, but one of the noblesb 
women that the world has ever seen. 
No city could have formed a more fitting back-
ground for her ministry and life of selfless devotion. 
What wayfarer can forget his first glimpse of Avila, 
with its unbroken girdle of grey granite walls, 
rising above the tawny plain, clear cut against the 
deep blue Spanish sky ? Time has stood still in 
Avila and the city is as the first builders left i t , 
a perfect mediseval fortress, so closely enclosed that 
(91) 
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not even all the mediseval buildings are contained 
within its walls. The walls date from Román times 
but sufíered so severely in tlie long war between 
Alfonso VI and the Moors, that they were pracfcically 
rebuilt in 1090, after the King's final victory. 
Forty feet in height, interspersed at intervals by 
eighty-six towers, and pierced by ten gateways, 
the walls are in such a wonderful state of preser-
vation that they look as if they had been finished 
yesterday. No one should fail to make a circuit 
of the walls outside the city and crossing the bridge 
over the Adaja, climb the slope to the oíd stone 
cross, from which a splendid view of the fortifi-
cations as a whole can be obtained. 
The streets of Avila are narrow and winding, 
as they should be in such an old-world town, and a 
brilliant touch of colour is added to the grey back-
ground by the crimson and green shawls worn by 
peasant women and the gay kerchiefs tied over their 
heads. On market day, the Plaza del Mercado 
becomes a busy scene of country life, with the men 
in their voluminous capas, the gay tints of the 
women's shawls, and the little girls dressed like 
miniature editions of their mothers. 
The majority of visitors will basten first to the 
cathedral, which, although built at a late period, 
is in surprisingly good Gothic style. I t makes an 
mstant appeal, recalling memories of Durham, for 
both are great fortress churches, designed not merely 
for worship but also to withstand the foe. The first 
cathedral was begun in 1091 and finished sixteen 
years later, but all that remains of the original 
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church is the apse, whicli is literally built into the 
city wall and forms one of the bastions. The west 
end is flanked by two f ourteenth-century towers, only 
one of which has been completed, and at the entrance 
are the figures of two wildmen or macebearers, who 
ha ve little scriptural in their appearance. 
To me Avila always seems one of the most charm-
ing of Spanish cathedrals. Perhaps this is partly 
because the interior is much less obstructed by the 
choir than is usually the case in Spain, and i t is 
possible to get a good view of the church as a whole, 
but i t is also because the majestic Gothic architec-
ture of the nave and the lovely eleventh-century 
apse form such a beautiful picture. Although 
neither of great size ñor very richly decorated, the 
cathedral is so perfectly proportioned that i t seems 
much larger than is really the case, and a touch 
of exquisite colour is given by the crimson, blue, and 
orange tints reflected from the rich stained-glass 
windows, which transform the granite pillars into 
gem-like mosaics. Far simpler yet far grander than 
the much more renowned cathedral at Burgos, Avila 
leaves a deeper impression upon me, and I like to 
linger in memory on the grace of the granite pillars 
which support the lofty triforium and to recall the 
distinctive note struck by the red splashes in the 
white stone, so freely used in the arches and vaulting, 
which give the cathedral a peculiar fascination. 
Anyone who is interested in Spanish art should 
examine the retablo behind the High Altar, for 
this was painted in 1508 by Juan de Borgoña and 
is an excellent example of the early Spanish school. 
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He liad as assistants, Pedro Bermguete and Santos 
Cruz, and the vigorous drawing, careful colouring, 
and realistic types do credit to their workmanship. 
The great screen is in three stages, in the lowest 
stand Saint Peter and Saint Paul, with the Latin 
Fathers and the Evangelists. Note especially the 
graceful figure of the ángel who is holding the ink 
for Saint Matthew. Above are ten panels heavily 
framed in gold depicting scenes from the life of 
Our Lord, the most charming of which are the 
Nativity and the Adoration of the Magi. The whole 
screen is a remarkable example of art in the days 
of the Gatholic kings, and if not wholly free from 
traces of crudity, gives promise of the wonderful 
heights to which Spanish art attained in the follow-
ing century. 
The cloisters which lie on the south side have 
sufíered considerably by the ravages of time, and 
the tracery of many of the openings has been filled 
in to strengthen the fabric, so that they are not as 
beautiful as in many Spanish churches. 
Just outside the walls near the Segovia gate is 
another church, older than the cathedral and with 
a more dramatic history. This is the church of 
San Vicente which was founded in the year 313 in 
memory of Saint Vincent and his sisters who sufíered 
martyrdom on the spot in the Dacian persecution. 
The present building dates from the year 1252, and 
is scheduled as a nafcional monument. The dust of 
disuse has shed an air of desolation over the glorious 
oíd church which contrasts sadly with the living 
magnetism of the cathedral. 
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I lingered long before tlie west end of tlie chürcli, 
as the f aQade is one of the best examples of Eomanes-
que architecture in Spain and repays careful ex-
amination. I t has suffered sadly from the ravages 
of time, but even now, with all its imperfections, i t 
remains supremely lovely. The porch dates from 
the thirteenth century, and over the doorway the 
artist has chosen subjects rarely seen in Spanish 
sculpture. On the right are Dives and Lazaras, 
and on the left, a deathbed with choirs of angels 
bearing the soul to Paradise. Al l the carving is 
very beantiful and so graceful that the foliage 
seems to sway with each breath of air, and the birds 
perched amidst the branches look ready to flutter 
away on the slightest alarm. 
The south doorway, which is of earlier date, is 
in every way a complete contrast. By some 
authorities i t is held to be the most beantiful in 
Avila. I n the jambs are terra-cotta figures in 
Grecian style, and the whole is protected by a 
loggia. I t was while I was standing examining 
this doorway that I found myself surrounded by a 
crowd of small urchins, who had gathered as if by 
magic the moment they saw a stranger setting foot 
in the porch. They had their uses, however, for 
two of them set ofí immediately to find the sacristán, 
while their companions remained to study a curious 
phenomenon at cióse quarters. 
When the sacristán appeared, only two of the 
party were allowed to accompany him into the 
church. These I think must have been near 
relatives, or else the long-sufíering man would 
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never have put up with their presence, for the eider, 
a precocious boy of some ten years, would insist 
upon interpolating remarks into the sacristan's 
explanations, to the no small detriment of the 
coherence of his narrative. 
The oíd Román basílica was rebuilt between the 
years 1252 and 1284, and the nave, which is purely 
Romanesque in style has recently undergone a 
thorough restoration. Indeed at the time of my 
visit the south aisle was still invisible through masses 
of scafíolding. The most interesting part of the 
church is the east end, the apses being of consider-
able height owing to the slope of the gronnd, and 
the capitals are admirably carved. Beneath the 
lantern stands the thirteenth-century shrine of 
San Vicente, supported on twisted spiral shafts and 
containing panels with scenes relating to his martyr-
dom depicted with considerable vigour. 
San Vicente, who rests beneath this beautiful 
shrine, is one of Spain's earliesfc martyrs. He 
sufíered with his sisters, Sabina and Cristeta, in the 
Dacian persecution in the fourth century. Their 
bodies were left unburied and a serpent mounted 
guard over them on a rock, which can still be seen 
in the crypt of the church. A rich Jew, who was 
passing paused to mock, whereupon he was attacked 
by the serpent, and in alarm vowed to build a church 
upon the spot as a thankofíering if his life were 
spared. The hole in which the serpent lived soon ac-
quired great sanctity and, like the Bocea della Verita 
m Rome, became a recognised means for the detec-
tion of perjury. Any citizen who wished to establish 
his probity would basten thither, place his hand in 
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tlie hole, and before the assembled witnesses would 
take his oath, in the belief that if he swore falsely 
the serpent would play the part of Nemesis. 
I t was at this point in the sacristan's narrative 
that the audacity of the boys who accompanied him 
overstepped all bounds. For upon my asking if I 
could see the hole, the eider boy cried, " Certainly, 
certainly, Señorita," while the younger crawled 
through the railings snrrounding the shrine and 
proceeded to raise a red covering which was laid 
over the floor. When the sacristán saw what the 
boy was doing, he was overeóme with wrath. Only 
with the permission of the great ones of Avila could 
the hole be displayed; he would be dismissed from his 
office; he would lose his livelihood should he permit 
such a thing. So agitated did he become that I 
hastily interposed, and ordered the small boy to put 
back the covering. Not for all the Bocas in Spain 
would I willingly transgress a Spanish by-law. 
I t was rather a chastened little party which made 
its way to the crypt to see the rock where the saints 
had been martyred. A long flight of stairs at the 
east end of the north aisle leads down to it, and it 
must be confessed that there is very little to see. 
The rock is there certainly, but there is no other 
feature of interest. The rather toilsome ascent of 
the tower, however, is worth the trouble of making, 
for from the summit there is a wonderful bird's-eye 
view of Avila with its massive gateways, and with 
a little patience it is possible to discern the vari-
ous convents so intimately associated with Santa 
Teresa's life-history. 
7 
98 THE LURE OF CASTILE 
Every visitor who can do so should try to be in 
Avila on the fifteenth of October, for this is Santa 
Teresa's festival. I n Avila her memory will never 
die, and on this, the greatest day in the city's year, 
not merely her fellow-citizens, but the peasants for 
miles around, flock to Avila to pay her honour. 
Then i t becomes clear how wonderfully her in-
fluence lives, and how to every man, woman, and 
child present in the cathedral, Santa Teresa is a 
vital forcé in their daily lives. When High Mass in 
the cathedral is ended, a great procession is formed 
to the Convent of the Carmelites where Teresa lived 
for so many years. There are crosses and ban-
ners, life-sized figures with grotesque heads, acolytes 
swinging censers, the bishop in purple robes attended 
by the canons of the cathedral in robes stifí with 
gold embroidery, and to show that the appeal of 
Santa Teresa is not to the church alone, oíñcers 
and soldiers from the garrison, citizens, and peasants 
join in the procession in honour of Avila's most 
famous child. 
But all who visit Avila, whether they are there on 
Santa Teresa's day or not, should not fail to make 
a tour of the city following the various stages of 
her life. Such a pilgrimage will reveal much of the 
hidden charm of this delightful oíd town and bring 
home Teresa's remarkable personality with re-
newed forcé. She was born on a March day in 1515 
m a house cióse to the south-west gate, where the 
great Carmelite Convent of the Barefoot Friars 
now stands. She carne of well-to-do parents and 
was one of the younger children of a family of nine. 
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The actual room in which she was born opens ofí 
the north transept of the church, and has been 
transformed into a gaily-coloured chapel, of which 
nothing but the walls remain as in Teresa's time. 
All the intimate personal touches, which lend such 
poignant interest to Philip II's rooms at the Escorial, 
have been swept away, but there is a small door 
opposite, through which as a child she must often 
have gazed at the tawny plain, with its golden 
stubble fields and the blue mountains in the distance. 
As she grew older she became the delight of her 
father's heart, for her high spirits and natural gaiety 
made her beloved by all around her. But even as 
a child she was swayed by religious impulses which 
led to one of her earliest adventures. 
Now let us leave the south-west gate and follow-
ing the steep cobbled street which slopes down to 
the river, cross by the bridge and wander along the 
Salamanca road until we come to a spot marked 
by a cross. For when Teresa was seven years oíd 
a burning desire seized her to seek martyrdom in 
Africa at the hands of the Moors, and accompanied 
by her brother she set out with this purpose along 
the road we have just followed. We can see the 
two small children plunging boldly along, half-
frightened by the unfamiliar road and the desoíate 
plain, and soon growing terribly weary and thinking 
that Africa was a very, very long way ofí. At 
length when it was really growing dusk a great figure 
on a horse loomed into sight. Could it be one of 
the terrible Moors bearing down upon them already ? 
And even as they paused stricken by fear, a familiar 
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voice fell upon their ears, and the rider proved to 
be an únele riding back to the city, who speedily 
restored the wanderers to their anxious parents. 
The next poinfc, which marks a stage in Teresa's 
history, is the gaunt Convent of the Encarnación, 
which is familiar to every traveller as he hnrries 
to or from the station. I t was to this grim build-
ing that Teresa crept at daybreak one November 
morning, as a girl of eighteen, in the year 1533, 
after she had sought her father's permission to 
dedícate herself to a religious Ufe and had met 
with his uncompromising refusal. Since her 
mother's death, Teresa had been the Ufe and soul 
of her widowed father's house, and Don Alfonso, 
knowing of the lax discipline and unsatisfactory 
state of the religious orders in Spain, did not wish 
his daughter to take a step which would be ir-
revocable and which might perhaps bring her much 
unhappiness. 
But Teresa was not to be deterred by such 
counsels of prudence. Since as a girl of twelve, 
she had been sent to school at the Augustinian Con-
vent in the town, her thoughts had turned towards 
the religious life, until at length the desire possessed 
her with such forcé that it could be no longer 
stifled. So, in the dusk of that November morning, 
she stood beneath the high walls of the Convent of 
the Encarnacidn—those same walls which frown 
upon the wayfarer to-day—while at the same time 
her brother, Antonio, was making his way to join 
the Dominicans at Santo Tomás. Did her heart 
smk and her courage falter for a moment as the 
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great wooden gafce closed behind her ? That we 
shall never know, but we do know that for the 
next twenty years she lived within the walls of 
this convent, with her mind never at rest, her 
body tormented by ill-health, her attention dis-
tracted by the lax rules of the Carmelites, which 
allowed the nuns to have constant visitors and even 
to visit their relations in their own homes. 
Gradually through the power of prayer and the 
fervour with which she performed her religious 
duties, Teresa's character changed. She saw the 
dangers which aróse from too lax discipline and de-
sired to save others from the difficulties she herself 
had been obliged to overeóme. The desire to found 
a reformed order of Carmelites, who would return to 
the primitivo rule, sprang up in her heart, but it was 
only after endless vicissitudes and the most embit-
tered opposition that her wishes were realised. 
We now turn our steps to the south-east quarter 
of Avila, where just beyond the great market-place 
and the oíd Romanesque church of San Pedro, 
stands the Nunnery of las Carmelitas Descalzas, 
or, as it is also known, el Convento de las Madres. 
This, Santa Teresa's first foundation of the reformed 
order, was founded on Saint Bartholomew's Day, 
1562, and was dedicated to Saint Joseph. The 
convent is comparatively little changed since the 
time of its first prioress, for the nuns still talk to 
visitors through a closely barred reja, planned by 
the Saint herself, and in the garden the sisters 
walk in the shade of apple trees, which are the 
descendants of those planted by Santa Teresa. 
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To this convent of barefoot Garmelites, Santa 
Teresa carne as prioress with four sisters as tibe 
community, there to practise the rules of the founder 
in all their primitive strictness. AU her contem-
poraries are agreed that she led a life of great 
austerity, ciad in a habit of coarse serge with a 
white cloak, black veil, and sandals upon ber feet. 
Visitors were sternly discouraged, and all worldly 
distractions were debarred to the community; 
they had no prívate possessions and no money 
save from a common fund. But very soon the 
success of Santa Teresa's experiment became ap-
parent. The desire for higher and better things 
was kindled, and so great was her influence, that, 
during her lifetime, seventeen convents of the re-
formed order for women and fifteen for men were 
founded in difíerent parts of Spain. 
Within the walls of this convent, Santa Teresa 
led a life of great activity, toiling early and late, 
writing, meditating, praying, and devoting herself 
to the service of others. I t was here that she 
received the inspiration for many of her greatest 
works and wrote, in her clear legible hand, her 
Life and the Path to Perfection, which have been of 
invaluable assistance to so many generations. 
But it is time to continué our pilgrimage, and we 
have now reached the last stage which takes us to 
a cross in the Salamanca road, near the church 
of San Segundo, which marks the spot where, 
five years after the founding of her first reformed 
house, Santa Teresa bade farewell to Avila and set 
out for Medina del Campo, in response to a cali 
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to found a house of reformed Carmelites in that 
city. Henceforth her path led away from Avila, 
and until the end of her life slie toiled ceaselessly, 
journeying in all parts of Castile, and even to dis-
tant Seville, sometimes on foot, sometimes on mule-
back, often in the springless carts of the country, 
alike beneath the fierce suns of summer and the icy 
blasts of winter, to spread the faith. But if Avila 
knew her no more, her influence still lives in the 
rugged wall-girt city, and her memory is enshrined 
in the hearts of her fellow-citizens, for to them she 
is not merely one of the greatest of Spanish saints, 
but the noblest woman that their race has ever seen. 
Let us now examine the church of San Segundo, 
which nestles beneath the wall of the city, as i t 
is a good example of a Eomanesque church. I t 
takes its ñame from the warlike bishop of Avila, 
who showed his zeal for the faith by hurling a 
Moorish chieftain over the ramparts just above the 
church. The spot where he fell is marked by three 
crosses. The chief treasure of the church is the 
bishop's tomb by Berruguete. I t shows the bishop 
kneeling before an open book, and his wrinkled 
features are a perfect picture of serene oíd age. 
There is one more church half a mile beyond the 
walls of the city which remains to be visited. I t 
is the church of Santo Tomás, and forms part of 
that Dominican Convent to which Teresa's brother 
turned his footsteps, when she entered the Convent 
of the Encarnación. Here is one of the most 
beautiful tombs in the world—that of Prince Juan, 
the only son of Ferdinand and Isabella, 
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The diurch was founded in 1482 by Ferdinand and 
Isabella, who chose Avila as the centre of education 
for their idolised son. The most learned professors 
in Spain were summoned to instruct him, great 
scholars from Italy carne to supplement their efíorts, 
and boys of noble birth were carefully selected as 
companions to be educated with him. Juan seems 
to have been a boy of unusual promise, who amply 
repaid this care. He proved himself an apfc pupil 
in art and literature, while his charming manners 
and kindly nature made him universally beloved. 
At eighteen he married the Emperor Maximilian's 
daughter, and the futnre looked bright for Spain. 
Alas for the futility of human wishes ! Within 
seven short months of his wedding day, Juan lay 
dead at Salamanca. The succession passed to 
Isabella's Austrian grandson, with the result that 
for the next fifty years Spanish interests were sub-
merged in those of the Hapsburgs, and Spanish 
blood and money were ruthlessly squandered on 
causes in which Spain had no interest. 
Before leaving the church note the retablo which 
is the work of that same Juan de Borgoña who 
painted the great altar-piece in the cathedral. As 
this is a Dominican church, Juan painted his 
retablo to the glory of that order. I t depicts four 
scenes from the life of Saint Thomas Aquinas, while 
below are the four Latin Fathers. The cloisters, 
now grass-grown and neglected, once contained a 
great series of paintings b}^ Borgoña portraying the 
history of three great Dominicans, Thomas Aquinas, 
Domingo de Guzman, and Peter Martyr, but these 
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have been removed to Madrid for safety and can 
be seen in the Salones of Alfonso X I I in the Prado. 
After tbe death of Prince Juan the heart-broken 
parents never recovered from the blow. They 
brought the Prince to Avila, where he had passed 
the greater part of bis brief life and buried their 
hopes with him in the grave in Santo Tomás. 
Even in death they hononred him above other 
princes, for his tomb has been called " the most per-
fectly glorious tomb in all the world." No one can 
fail to marvel at its astounding beauty. So dazz-
lingiy puré is the white marble and so natural the 
attitude of the young Prince, as if he had just fallen 
asleep. I t is the work of the Florentine Domenico 
Fanciulli, and may well be called his masterpiece. 
At the corners are eagles with outspread wings and 
at the sides reliefs of the Blessed Virgin and the 
Prince's namesake, John the Baptist. 
Seldom did a Prince inspire such passionate 
devotion. Even in death his faithful attendants, 
Juan de Avila and his wif e, Juana Velasquez, sought 
to rest near their young master, and their tombs, 
also the work of Fanciulli, may be seen in the third 
chapel on the north side. 
When the time comes to bid farewell to Avila, 
none can do so without regret, and as the traveller 
makes his way, for the last time, along the dusty 
road to the station, he will inevitably pause and 
turn for a farewell glance at the walls, with their 
inexpressible charm, which stand perfect and com-
pact to-day as they have stood throughout all the 
changes and turmoil of the Middle Ages. 
CHAPTER I X 
ALCALÁ DE HENAEES 
YEEY remote from the world is Alcalá de Henares, although in actual distance i t is 
less than an hour's journey from Madrid. The 
shadow of departed greatness lies heavily upon the 
wind-swept town and its empty streets seem peopled 
by ghosts of the past. Yet a wealth of interesting 
memories are stored within these walls; relies of 
the great days when Alcalá outshone Madrid, when 
its university rivalled Salamanca, and when the 
Archbishops of Toledo lived in the city in almost 
royal state. 
As I made my way along the dusty road from the 
station to the town, I skirted an open space where 
demure little convent children were playing the 
staidest of games under the watchful eye of a white-
coiífed nun. There is always something a little 
pathetic about Spanish children, they are so pam-
pered and spoilt and yet they never seem to have 
any of the real joy of life like their English contem-
poraries. Leaving them to their depressing games, 
I confcinued my way until I reached the Plaza Mayor, 
the heart of the town, where a modern bronze 
statue of Cervantes reminded me that this was the 
birthplace of Spain's greatest son. 
(106) 
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Cervantes was born in Alcalá in the year 1547 
and was baptised in the clmrcli of Santa Maria, 
which stands on the south side of tlie Plaza. So 
I hastened across to tbe churcli and saw the font 
in which I was assured that Cervantes was baptised, 
and also a copy of the register in which the entry, 
being translated, mns :— 
" On Sunday, the 9th of October in the year of 
Our Lord one thousand fifteen hundred and forty 
seven was baptised Miguel, the son of Rodrigo de 
Cervantes and of his wife Doña Leonor." 
My next quest, in search of the house in which 
Cervantes was born, pro ved less successful. Ib was 
not diíficult to find the Calle de Cervantes, which 
is only about five minutes' walk from the Plaza 
Mayor, and as soon as I began wandering in that 
direction every inhabitant of Alcalá became aware 
of what I was looking for and hastened to direct 
me on my way. But when I arrived at the site, 
instead of a picturesque oíd house or even a re-
spectable open space, imagine my feelings when I 
discovered the most tawdry of third-rate theatres 
with glaring bilis announcing the attractions of the 
week. Tucked away insignificantly is a tablet 
recording that here stood the house in which 
Cervantes was born. Poor Cervantes, if he could 
see the place now. 
Although rather a commonplace town, Alcalá has 
a very respectable ancestry, for i t dates back to 
early times when, as the Moorish fortress Al Kalah, 
i t was captured by Alfonso V I , aided by the keen 
wits of Bernardo, Archbishop of Toledo. Alfonso, 
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in an impulse of generosity, granted the site to 
Bernardo, and for many centuries Alcalá became 
the favourite residence of the Archbishops of 
Toledo. There they lived in almost royal state, 
attended by retinues of followers, entertaining 
sumptuously the greatest in the land, and sparing 
neither money ñor pains to make their palace the 
most beautiful in the land. 
Posterity has benefited by the good taste of these 
distant Archbishops, for the Archiepiscopal palace 
is a treasure house of Renaissance architecture. 
Let us make our way along the Calle de Escritores, 
until a group of square towers and leaden spires 
comes in sight. The palace is now used as a re-
pository for archives relating to the See of Toledo, 
but all the most interesting parts are shown to 
visitors. 
The first patio we enter is spacious and dignified, 
with an austerity in keeping with the traditions of 
the church, but in passing through i t to an inner 
patio, a striking contrast meets the eye. For here 
is Spanish Renaissance architecture in its most 
splendid guise, with a wealth of details and ex-
uberant ornamentation. I t was the joint creation 
of Archbishop Fonseca, whose portrait we saw in 
the cathedral at Falencia, and Archbishop Talayera, 
and in token of their joint authorship, Fonseca's 
badge, the five stars, is displayed in the spandrels 
of the arches, while Talavera's ñame may be read 
m the arches of the upper gallery. This patio was 
completed in 1534, and consists of two stories 
which are built in diíferent styles, although these 
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harmonise so well, that the difíerence does not 
immediately strike the eye. 
From the left córner of the patio runs a great 
staircase which leads to the upper floor of the 
palace. This staircase is at once the delight and 
despair of modern architects. I t is the work of 
Covarmbias and Berrugnete, and is infinitely the 
most beautiful thing in the building. Words fail 
to convey any idea of its charm, and the Arch-
bishops of Toledo mnst have been happy men to 
have such a jewel of art always in their midst. 
There is a lovely balustrade such as Spanish crafts-
men seemed to excel in designing, for i t is rich 
in ornament, without becoming in the least degree 
heavy or overweighted. Notice also the ceiling 
which still retains something of its former charm 
in spite of the ravages of whitewash. 
The rooms on the first floor of the palace are very 
interesting to northern visitors, especially those 
who have never travelled south of Madrid, for in 
the great Council Chamber, where assemblies of 
bishops from all parts of Castile used to meet, 
they will see for the first time Moorish art used in 
decoration. The efíect is dazzling, for an exquisite 
Moorish arch covered with Cufie design forms the 
entrance to bhe rooms, and the windows, which 
are deeply recessed, are one of the most charming 
features of the rooms, being framed in arches 
covered with luxuriant Moorish tracery. I t must 
be confessed, however, that the room has recently 
undergone a thorough and drastic res tora tion and 
that the blaze of colour which meets the eye is of 
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very modern date. Some critics indeed go so far 
as to maintain that the room has been irreparably 
ruined, while others assert with equal conviction 
that it has merely been meritoriously preserved 
from utter decay. Every one who goes to Alcalá 
must form his own opinión upon the matter, but 
i t seemed to me that, when the somewhat cmde 
colouring has been softened by the hand of time, 
the great Audience Chamber will appear very 
much as i t was when Juan Contreras built i t in the 
year 1424. I t is a beaufcifully proportioned room 
with seven graceful windows, a glorious artesonado 
ceiling and a dado of coloured tiles, which will win 
the admiration of those at least whose eyes have 
never feasted upon the glories of Granada. 
Before leaving the Palace, I asked the guide to 
show me the room where Catherine of Aragón was 
born. For i t was in Alcalá that Queen Isabella 
gave birth to her youngest daughter, who was to 
become one of the unhappiest of English Queens. 
But time has brought changos even in Alcalá, and 
the room, which was on the ground floor has now 
been merged into other rooms to form one large hall. 
Not very far from the Palace in the Plaza del 
Palacio is the great collegiate church. El Magistral, 
which seems so much too large for Alcalá as i t 
exists to-day. For this church is of dimensions 
which would put many cathedrals in the shade, 
and, as i t now stands, was rebuilt in the sixteenth 
century by Cardinal Cisneros, who was the city's 
greatest benefactor. El Magistral has, however, 
a much more venerable history than its present 
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appearance would suggest, for a primitive cliurcli 
has stood on tte site since tlie tliird century to 
mark the spot where two Christian children, Justo 
and Pastor, sufíered martyxdom. I n 1519 i t was 
raised to the dignity of E l Magistral by Pope Leo X . 
At the time of my visit, the church was undergoing 
a very thorough restoration, and the whole of the 
nave was blocked by scafíolding, so that i t was not 
possible to gain an accurate idea of the appearance 
of the building as a whole. Fortunately the choir, 
which is the most interesting part, had already 
been freed from obstructions, and I was able to 
examine the choir stalls and reja and a small chapel 
in the south transept with a rich plaster ceiling in 
Moorish style. 
The treasure of the church, however, which alone 
would make i t worth a visit to Alcalá, is the tomb 
of the Cardinal Cisneros, the great minister of 
Ferdinand and Isabella, who may well be called 
the Wolsey of Spain. I t is the work of the great 
Florentine, Domenico Fanciulli, and compares in 
beauty with his masterpiece of Prince Juan at Avila 
which comes as near perfection as any man could 
desire. Some authorities indeed consider that his 
work in Alcalá is equal if not superior, but although 
more elabórate, i t has not the same touching grace. 
I t is not known whether Domenico did the actual 
carving in Spain or Italy, but where ver i t was done, 
he must have spent many years upon the task. 
There is such a wealth of detall and every detall is 
perfect. 
The white marble figure of the Cardinal is lying 
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with folded hands, his face calm with the serenity 
of death. The sharp features and long, nervous 
hands, encased in jewelled gloves, show that the 
effigy is a portrait from life. At the corners of 
the tomb the Fathers of the church are keeping 
watch; Saint Jerome with his book and faithful 
lion being especially pleasing. At the sides angels 
are bearing wreaths, while two support a shield with 
the CardinaFs arms. 
Hardly less lovely than the tomb itself is the metal 
screen or reja which endoses i t . This is the loving 
work of the Vergaras, father and son, who spent 
twenty years upon the task. They employed both 
Christian and Pagan emblems in the decoration. 
At the corners four graceful metal urns stand upon 
square pedestals, which are decorated with scenes 
from biblical history or from mythology. On one 
I noted the Flagellation, on another an elephant's 
head, and on a third the CardinaFs shield supported 
by two winged monsters. 
As I stood before the tomb of Cardinal Cisneros, 
scenes from the eventful story of his life rose before 
my eyes. I saw him again as a Franciscan monk, 
striving passionately to reform his order and bring 
fresh life into the great monasteries, where he had 
seen many abuses. There he went day after day, a 
palé, half-starved figure, riding upon a miserable 
mulé, dressed in a frayed and mud-stained habit, 
through all parts of Castile, engaged in a single-
handed struggle against the powerful forces of cor-
ruption. How little was his appearance welcomed, 
as he arrived weary and travel-stained at some 
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Franciscan house, for the rich abbots had no wish 
to listen to his tirades against luxury ñor the monks 
to turn to a stricter keeping of their vows. 
Then the scene shifted, and I saw the stately 
Court of Spain, with Queen Isabella surrounded by 
her attendants, and upon his knees before her was 
a ragged figure in a tattered gown, pleading wildly 
that he might be spared the honour she desired to 
thrust upon him. I t was Cisneros, whom the Queen, 
hearing of his fervent zeal for the Ghurch desired 
to make her chief confessor. I n vain he urged 
his unfitness for the task, his ignorance of Gourt life, 
his lack of culture and want of knowledge; his pro-
testations merely strengthened the Queen's purpose 
and against his will, Cisneros became her confessor. 
A third scene broke before my eyes. I t was the 
Court again, and Isabella was thrusting a paper 
into the hands of Cisneros, which he, after one hasty 
glance, let fall to the ground, overeóme by horror 
and fled precipitately from her presence. A strange 
scene, and its meaning is stranger still. For the 
paper which Cisneros dropped in horror was none 
other than the Papal Bull appointing him Archbishop 
of Toledo and Primate of Spain, which the Queen, 
remembering his humility, had said nothing about 
until the appointment was made. Not until he 
had fled two leagues from Madrid was Cisneros 
overtaken by mounted messengers and brought back 
to the Queen's presence. Even then he continued 
to protesfc, and only after six months' refusal, upon 
a direct command from the Pope did he accept the 
highest dignity of the Spanish Church. 
8 
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Now Alcalá comes into the story, for i t was in 
this little town that the future Cardinal had spent 
his schooldays. From boyhood he had loved books, 
and when the years brought him wealth and power, 
he repaid his debt a hundredfold by munificently 
endowing her University. Very soon after he had 
been appointed Archbishop of Toledo, he laid the 
first stone of the College of San Ildefonso and en-
dowed i t with a revenue of 14,000 ducats. Under 
his fostering care, Alcalá enjoyed a period of dazz-
ling splendonr. Her University rivalled the world-
famous University of Salamanca ; men of the 
highest learning came to teach within her walls ; 
and thousands of stndents thronged her busy streets. 
King Ferdinand visited the University in the year 
1514, and Francis I , when passing through Alcalá as 
a prisoner, is said to have exclaimed: " The Uni-
versity of Paris, the pride of my kingdom, is the 
work of many sovereigns, but your Cisneros alone 
has founded one like i t . " 
I saw another episode in the Oardinars life. The 
scene was Africa, Queen Isabella was dead, and 
Cisneros, now an oíd man of over seventy years of 
age, was engaged in a crusade against the Moors, 
and had just led his forces to victory and captnred 
Oran. But neither triumph ñor glory flushed his 
cheek, a look of unutterable sadness brooded in 
his eyes, as he perused a letter in the handwriting 
of his royal master, King Ferdinand. Well may 
his face have betrayed emotion, for this was a letter 
of the basesb treachery, urging Navarro, the second 
in command of the Spanish forcé, to keep the 
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Cardinal in Africa and prevent his return to Spain. 
Heartbroken, the oíd man could hardly believe that 
his eyes read truly, for since the death of Isabella, 
he had been virtual ruler of Spain, until Ferdinand 
returned from Naples, and had held at bay all 
the forces which were tending to dismption. But 
gradually i t was borne in upon him that there could 
be no mistake and that the man, whom he had 
served so faithfully, had been guilty of this act of 
perfidy. The Cardinal returned at once to Spain, 
where he abandoned his public career and lived in 
deep retirement at Alcalá. Here he busied him-
self with making improvements in the University, 
and in completing a polyglot Bible, with Hebrew, the 
Latin Vulgate, and the Greek Septuagint, in three 
parallel columns ; a work of immense labour over 
which he spared neither trouble ñor expense. The 
polyglot Bible was printed in Alcalá between the 
years 1514 and 1517, but during the Cardinal's 
lifetime only three copies were published, as he 
feared the efíect of free access to the Scriptures 
upon the people. 
Let us turn our footsteps to the University, and 
enter the buildings, which Cisneros did not live 
to see completed. He never forgot that before all 
else he was a Franciscan monk, and the cord of 
Saint Francis, the emblem of his order, is displayed 
over fche fa9ade of the University. There are three 
patios, the outer one, severely Doric in style, has a 
medallion of Cisneros, with a sword in one hand 
and a crucifix in the other, on the inner side of 
the entrance. To-day these spacious courts are 
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deserted, for since tlie University was removed to 
Madrid in 1836, desolation has settled upon Alcalá, 
and a few schoolboys feebly kicking a football are 
tlie only sign of life about the place. 
In Cisneros' day, i t must have been very difíerent, 
when scholars from all parts of Spain thronged to 
the University, and the second patio, with its austere 
beauty, would be a scene of life and animation. Al l 
would be making their way in the same direction 
towards the third patio, the famous Trilingüe, to 
see how the building was progressing and when the 
Paraninfo or central hall would be ready for the 
important ceremonies of the University. Cisneros 
himself must often have stood in the second patio, 
just on the spot where a modern statue of him 
now stands, gazing at the buildings rising before 
his eyes and speculating upon further alterations 
and improvements. 
The Trilingüe was not completed until 1557, so 
i t never gladdened the heart of the Cardinal, which 
is the more to be regretted, as i t is by far the loveliest 
part of the University. Both in form and decora-
tion i t is wonderfully beautiful, and there is a grace 
about its lines upon which the eye never wearies of 
dwelling. On the right-hand síde of this court is 
the Paraninfo, which. derives its ñame from the 
professor who presented candidates for their degrees. 
Stripped of its hangings and furniture the hall is 
only a shadow of its true self, but the rich artesonado 
ceilmg and the plateresque galleries recall memories 
of happier days. The pulpit, still gaily coloured 
and decorated, remains in its former place, just as 
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in the days when the trembling candidate for a 
degree mounted its steps and proceeded to declaim 
before the assembled professors and students. As 
nerve-racking an ordeal as conld well be devised. 
To reach the chapel of the University we must 
return to the first patio. I t was built by Gil de 
Hontañon in a mixture of Moorish and Gothic 
styles, and even amidst the ravages of neglect, 
i t retains traces of its former splendour. The in-
terior is rather narrow in proportion to the height 
and has the gloom inseparable from disused build-
ings. The pulpit, heavily carved and once richly 
gilded, has been covered with whitewash, but 
through this traces of its beauty can be discerned. 
The walls are lined with tablets to the memory of 
former scholars of the University. 
For many years the glorious tomb of Cardinal 
Cisneros stood in this chapel, a jewel worthy of 
its setfcing. But evil days fell upon Alcalá, the 
popularity of the University waned, its numbers 
declined, until finally, as I have already mentioned, 
i t was removed to Madrid, and the buildings were 
sold to be used as stables. I t was during this 
period of neglect in 1857 that the Cardinal's remains 
were transferred to the great church of the Magistral. 
Now the time has come to say farewell to Alcalá 
de Henares, with its golden memories of the im-
mortal Cervantes, and the noble-hearted Cisneros, 
and to return again to the bustle of modern life, 
glad to have wandered, if only for a moment, 
amidst scenes of so much bygone splendour and 
forgotten greatness. 
CHAPTER X 
G U A D A L A J A E A 
HALF an liour by rail from Alcalá de Henares lies Guadalajara, an oíd town dating back 
to Moorish times, wliose ñame, Wad al Hadjarali, 
signiñes the valley of stones. I t was once a f avourite 
residence of tile kings of Castile, but time has 
swept away tbeir palace, until even tbe site has 
become a matter of conjecture. Other associa-
tions, however, have persisted long after royal 
memories have faded, and the great house of Men-
doza has shed a lustre upon Guadalajara which 
survives to the present day. 
The palace of the Dukes of Infantado, a cadet 
branch of the house of Mendoza, is the magnet 
which draws travellers to the old-world town. Up 
the steep street from the station clatters the 
ómnibus, until i t stops with a nerve-racking jerk 
to deposit the traveller before the doors of the 
palace. Built in 1461, the building is a mixture 
of Renaissance and Moorish architecture, showing 
more ostentation than delicacy of style, but, as a 
whole, bold and harmonious in conception. The 
fa^ade is^  striking with a bold ornamentation of 
raised nail heads, and over the entrance a massive 
shield, supported by satyrs, bears the arms of the 
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Mendozas. Above mns a line of delicate windows 
in Moorish style, from one of which the captive 
Francis I looked out on a tournament held in his 
lionour by the reigning duke of tlie day. 
Great lords of Guadalajara were the Dukes of 
Infantado, and for centuries tlie Mstory of the town 
was bound up with the fortunes of their wealthy 
house. They owed their rise to fortune to the 
courage of tlieir ancestor, Pedro González, who saved 
the lile of his sovereign, Juan I , in battle at tbe 
cost of bis own. Ferdinand and Isabella created 
bis grandson, Diego Hurtado, Duke of Infantado, 
and tbe fortunes of the family prospered so greatly 
that his son, the second Duke, built the sumptuous 
palace at which we are now looking and lived there 
in more than royal state. Nine thousand vassals 
acknowledged his overlordship, and when he rodé 
abroad, he was attended by an escort worthy of 
a king. Under the protection of his all-powerful 
únele, the great Cardinal Mendoza, the Tertius Rex 
of Castile, he flourished so amazingly that he was 
able to beautify his palace with all that wealth 
could command. I t was within the walls of the 
palace that Cardinal Mendoza died in 1495, and his 
body was borne to Toledo, where we shall see 
his last resting-place beside the High Altar in the 
cathedral. 
Evil days fell upon the palace in the seventeenth 
century, when the male branch of the Mendozas 
died out and the new dukes found their interests in 
Madrid. After many vicissitudes, the building has 
become an Orphanage for Soldiers' Daughters, and 
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i t is curious to see meek, little, pig-tailed children 
sitting at pitchpine desks, doing their lessons 
beneath glorious artesonado ceilings beside a ricHy 
carved fireplace, while the sweet-faced nun who 
conducts visitors througli the succession of maze-
like rooms seems in herself a reflection of the glories 
which have passed away. 
The palace is entered on the east side and is 
built round a spacious courtyard, known as the 
Patio de los Leones. The architecture is Portuguese 
rather than Spanish, and if not in the purest style, 
yet proves very attractive to the eye. The patio 
is two stories in height, with an arcade of seven 
arches mnning the length and five the width. The 
lower cohimns are in rugged Dorio style, while the 
upper ones are delicate spirals with foliage capitals. 
Over the arches are shields bearing alternately the 
arms of the Mendozas and Lunas—the eagle and 
grifíons. I n the spandrels are some of the oddest 
lions ever seen on sea or land, with rat-like faces 
and crinkly manes. Everywhere is a riot of orna-
ment, scrolls, shields, and ball-flowers being re-
peated in bewildering succession. The ñame of the 
builder, Don Iñigo López de Mendoza, the date, 
1483, and the founder's motto, " Vanitas vanita-
tem," may be read in the ribbon knots over the 
lower arches and also in the frieze in the Sala de 
Cazadores. I t is the work of Juan Guas who built 
San Juan de los Reyes in Toledo. 
One of the finest rooms in the palace is the Sala 
de Cazadores, which is noteworthy not only for its 
size but also by reason of the immense fireplace 
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supported on slender columns and divided into five 
compartments and decorated with tlie device of 
two athletes struggling with a lion. The ceiling is 
very handsome, with a decoration of stars and gar-
lands, and is supported on a frieze in which. inter-
twining branclies are mingled with shields. Anotlier 
even finer room is the Sala de Linajes, in which 
the walls are covered with genealogies of the Men-
dozas. The standard of workmanship is not equal 
to the elaboration of the decoration, but i t filled 
Francis I , the prisoner of Pavis, with admiration, 
when he was lodged here for several days on his way 
to Madrid. Beneath the gold starred artesonado 
ceiling runs a long gallery, the spaces within the 
arches being filled with shields bearing devices of 
grifíons, eagles, and lions, and at intervals bnsts of 
illustrious ancestors of the ducal house stand upon 
pedestals, the men wearing caps, while the ladies 
have a curious turban head-dress. 
I n the upper story are many rooms with órnate 
ceilings and charming dados of azulejos de Tala vera, 
all that remains of their former splendour ; for the 
walls are stripped of their rich hangings, the colours 
are dimmed and the gold tarnished. Where once 
the brilliant Mendoza courtiers thronged, now dark-
eyed orphans sit absorbed in intricate problems on 
blackboards. Do memories of the past ever stir 
in their childish minds. we wondered, as they sit 
in these historie rooms ? Perhaps the prosaic faets 
of everyday life drive away the romance, for our 
conductress told us that the children were all care-
fully trained to earn their living in the sphere most 
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fitted for them and that history did not play any 
considerable part in the curriculum. 
I t was in the time of the fourth Duke of Infan-
tado, when Guadalajara was at the height of its 
glory that Philip I I was married to his third wife, 
Elizabeth of Valois, within the walls of the palace. 
Spanish sovereigns had a thrifty habit of selecting 
some small and remote village as the scene of their 
marriage, because i t was customary to remifc all 
local taxes in honour of the event, and the happy 
bridegroom naturally wished the loss of revenue 
to be as small as possible. On this occasion Philip 
accepted the hospitality of his powerful subject, 
the Duke of Infantado, and Guadalajara was the 
scene of extravagant gaieties, all of which are 
faithfully described by an eye-witness, Brantome, 
in his lively memoirs. Philip was thirty-three years 
of age and had lost his second wife, the unhappy 
Mary Tudor, two years before. Like most royal 
marriages before and since, Philip's cholee was 
dictated by political motives, for in seeking an 
alliance with France, he hoped to counteract the 
danger from his strong-willed sister-in-law, Queen 
Elizabeth of England. But whatever his motives, 
Philip could have chosen no lovelier bride than 
Elizabeth of Valois, the eldest daughter of Catherine 
of Medici and the sister-in-law of Mary, Queen of 
Scots. Although only fourteen years of age she 
was reputed to be the most gif ted princess in Europe, 
and her mother had charged her with a course 
of diplomacy, which was intended to secure the 
supremacy of France and Spain in Europe. Her 
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delicate, oval face and eloquent eyes may still be 
seen in the Sala de Retratos in the Prado, and so 
toucLing is her beauty that even Brantome's praises 
do not seem exaggerated. " Her visage was lovely," 
he wrote, " and her eyes and hair black, which con-
trasted with her complexión and made her so 
attractive that I have heard say in Spain that the 
gentlemen did not daré to look at her for fear of 
falling in love with her and to their own peril making 
the King jealous." I t was the last day of January, 
1560, when Elizabeth arrived at Guadalajara after 
her long mid-winter journey through the snows of 
the Pyrenees, and she made a state entry, riding 
between the Cardinal Archbishop of Burgos and 
his brother, the Duke of Infantado. I n her honour 
the streets had been transformed into artificial 
flowering glades in which tethered birds fluttered in 
the branches and animáis roamed on foot, while 
on either side gaily decorated stalls provided free 
refreshments to her followers. 
At the door of the palace stood Philip's gloomy, 
widowed sister, Juana, who kissed the hem of 
Elizabeth's skirt and led her by the hand into 
the great hall, where a magnificent altar had been 
erected. In a golden chair before the altar, Philip 
was seated awaiting the coming of his youthful bride. 
Palé and impassive as was his wont, he looked 
prematurely aged. Mass was celebrated by Cardinal 
Mendoza and the marriage service followed, For 
ten days the bridal couple enjoyed the hospitality of 
Philip's princely vassal, and on the afternoon follow-
ing the wedding a great bull-fight and cañe tourney 
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was held in the great square of Guadalajara, which 
had been transformed into a bull-ring for the oc-
casion. The royal couple sat in a box, and during 
the proceedings, Elizabeth, baffled by the grave 
aspect of her bridegroom, gazed so fixedly at him 
that he inquired irritably, uWhat are yon looking 
at? Toseeif Ihavegreyhair? " However,inspite 
of this inauspicious beginning the marriage proved 
happy, for Elizabeth's goodness and beauty so com-
pletely won her husband's heart that he learnt to 
idolise her, and she was probably the happiest of all 
her ill-fated house. 
Upon leaving the palace, the church of San 
Francisco, which stands on rising ground at the east 
end of the town, should next be visited, as i t contains 
the Pantheon of the Mendozas. In appearance San 
Francisco is more like a castle than a church, for 
the original founders, the Templars, who built the 
church early in the thirteenth century, favoured a 
military style of architecture. A century later the 
order was dissolved and the building destroyed by 
íire, but i t was rebuilt in the year 1394 by Admiral 
Diego de Hurtado de Mendoza in its present form 
to serve as a burial place for himself and his family. 
The cloister and other convent buildings still retain 
traces of their former beauty. The nave of the 
church is both magnificent and impressive and is 
worthy of a cathedral. A flight of marble steps 
leads to the Pantheon, which once with its rich 
marbles rivalled the royal Pantheon at the Escorial, 
showing that even in death the Mendozas wished to 
be the equals of their lord, the King. Built at the 
GUADALAJARA 125 
enormous cost of £180 ,000 , i t contained the tombs 
of twenty-eiglit of the Mendozas, but during the 
Frencli occupation i t was utterly despoiled, the 
tombs violated, the bones scattered, the altar dis-
mantled and tbe marble broken in pieces. The 
body of the first Duke of Infantado, tbe host of 
tlie captive Francis I , was torn from its tomb and 
tbe ashes scattered to tlie winds, while tbe vault 
was long left in its state of desecration by the family, 
as a silent witness of Frencb. mtblessness. 
Three otber churches in Guadalajara are worthy 
of passing notice. At tbe south end of tbe town 
stands tbe church of San Gines, wbich contains in 
the presbytery tbe plateresque tombs of Don Pedro 
de Hurtado de Mendoza and his second wife, 
Juana de Valencia, lady-in-waiting to Queen Isa-
bella. Tbey are kneeling beside a diapered back-
ground. Tbey were tbe founders of tbe monastery 
of Benalaque near tbe city. At opposite ends of tbe 
transept are buried Iñigo López de Mendoza, Count 
Tendilla, the first Gaptain-General of Granada, and 
bis wife. Doña Elvira. 
Tbe oldest cburcb in tbe city is Santa Maria de 
la Antigua, wbere Cbristian worsbip is said to bave 
been permitted by the Moors after tbey had con-
quered Guadalajara. I n a side chapel is a historie 
wooden figure of the Blessed Virgin, known as 
La Virgin de las Batallas, which was carried by 
Alfonso V I in his campaigns against the Moors. 
The darkened colour of the wood bears mute 
witness to the great age of the figure. 
There is another Santa Maria in Guadalajara, 
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Santa Maria de la Fuenta, wMch has two Moorish 
doorways, and an external cloister similar in style 
and date to those we have already seen at Segovia. 
The doorway at the west end is in the shape of 
a pointed horse-shoe, with an arcliivolt made of 
bricks, set forward from the face of the wall. In 
the interior are several interesting tombs, those in 
the Capilla Mayor being to the Albornoco family, 
and the bust is that of Juan de Morales, Treasurer 
to the Gatholic kings. I n the Capilla de las Can-
delas is the alabaster tomb of the founder, Alfonso 
Gómez de Mendoza, Confessor of Queen Isabella 
and the trusted confidant of his great kinsman, 
Cardinal Mendoza. 
CHAPTEK X I 
MADEID 
IN spring when tlie acacias are in bloom and in autumn when the trees are golden-tinted, 
Madrid is one of the pleasantest capitals in the world. 
There is a spaciousness about the streets, a leisureli-
ness in the trafíic, and a wHteness of the buildings 
which is a perpetual delight to those accustomed 
to tlie congestión and grime of London. Modern 
arcliitecture reaches a higher standard in Madrid 
than in most European capitals, and the new Post 
Office in the Plaza de Cibeles—Nuestra Señora de 
los Correos, as the Madrileños wittily term i t from 
its cathedral-like dimensions—is at once imposing 
and dignified. 
Compared with the hill towns of Castile, with their 
Visigothic and Moorish remains, Madrid is decidedly 
modern. I t was not until Charles V discovered in the 
keen air of Madrid a tonic for his gout, that i t rose 
above the status of a large village. But even so, 
Madrid is by no means as modern as i t is often 
represented, for many seventeenth-century buildings 
are to be found in the heart of the city, while from 
the Calle de Toledo, the wayfarer may lose himself 
in a veritable labyrinth of narrow streets, which are 
absolutely Moorish in character. But i t is not brick 
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and mortar whicli constitutes the main interest of 
the city, i t is the inhabitants, witli their unchang-
ing types as oíd or older than the capital itself. 
In the heart of the city, on the sunny side of the 
Puerta del Sol, Spaniards in long cloaks or volumin-
ous capas may be seen sunning themselves on the 
bleakest winter's day. In autumn oíd women with 
gay kerchiefs on their heads crouch at every córner 
over braziers roasting chestnuts, while in the f ashion-
able Paseo de la Fuente Castellana nurses in the 
vivid costume of the Asturias watch over white-
faced nurslings playing the sedatest of games. 
Even in the busiest streets the patriarchal ox-cart 
with its slow-moving team sets at defiance the swift 
motor car or plebeian tram, holding up the traffic 
as if by immemorial right. Everywhere there is a 
wealth of colour and a sense of survival of the Middle 
Ages, but to see the Ufe of the people at its best, 
i t is necessary to pay a visit to the Rastro. 
The Rastro or rag market of Madrid is held every 
day of the week, but is seen to most advantage on 
Thursdays or Sundays when the sellers are more 
numerous and more national dresses are to be seen. 
For three-quarters of a mile along the Plaza del 
Rastro and the Ribera de Curtidores the market 
takes place, the wares laid out in primitive fashion 
on the pavement or in small booths. What a 
miscellaneous medley they are. Everything that 
man could possibly require and many things that 
i t would pass the wit of man ever to desire. Oíd 
iron ware, locks, kettles, saucepans, cotton goods, 
tawdry finery, silk shawls, brooches and buckles 
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from Toledo, fans, daggers, sharp-pointed knives 
from Albacete, all lie together in the closest prox-
imity. Round the stalls cluster purcliasers, some 
in long cloaks and broad-brimmed sombreros, 
others in black velvet suifcs witb square-cut vests 
and silver buttons, the Sunday dress of the Castilian 
peasant, while the women, in brilliant red and 
green shawls, lend colour to the scene. There is 
none of the clamorous importunity to buy which 
assails the ears in Italy, yet upon inquiring the price 
of any article, double the valué is promptly asked 
and a battle of wits ensues, until the price originally 
intended by both is reached. 
When Madrid was restored to the dignity of a 
capital in 1606, the central part of the city was 
laid out on the present lines. A barrier is formed 
on the west by the royal palace, which is magnifi-
cently situated on a spur of rock overlooking the 
Manzanares. The oíd Moorish Alcázar, which 
would have been a source of inexhaustible interest, 
was destroyed by fire on Christmas night, 1734, 
and the present building which stands on the same 
site, although imposing, does not possess any 
architectural merit. 
The great courtyard, the Plaza de Armas, is 
always open to the public, and here the poor of 
the city find one of their happiest playgrounds. 
Every morning from .10.30 to 11.30 the band plays 
while platoons of inf antry and squadrons of cavalry 
mount guard, and the pageant-loving Madrileños 
flock to watch the familiar spectacle of which they 
never tire. Even denser is the crowd on royal 
9 
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birthdays, when the King and Queen appear on 
the balcony and acknowledge the greetings of their 
subjects. From the terrace on the east side of the 
Plaza, wonderful views can be obtained of the 
royal gardens and the distant Sierra, crowned by 
the snow-capped peaks of the Guadarramas in the 
distance. 
The interior of the palace may be visited in 
summer when the Court is absent, but i t is not 
of any very great interest. There are the usual 
succession of vast state rooms, with crystal chande-
liers, marble tables, and crimson and gilt furniture 
which give royal residences such a cióse resemblance 
the world over. On the ground floor is the Sala de 
las Columnas, whose roof rests on marble pillars, 
and here on Maundy Thursday, the King washes 
the feet of twelve poor beggars and afterwards 
waits upon them at table. The Throne Room is 
undoubtedly a fine room, with walls panelled in 
crimson damask, and ceiling painted by Tiepolo, 
and there is the inevitable Gabinete with the walls 
lined with Buen Retiro porcelain, without which no 
Spanish palace would seem to be complete. 
To those who enjoy an interlude in the more 
strenuous side of sightseeing, a visit to the royal 
stables in the Calle Bailen may be recommended. 
These are open on Monday afternoons from 2 p.m. 
to 4 p.m. and the maze-like ramifications of the 
stables and coach houses give an excellent idea of 
the scale upon which the palace is built. The visitor 
first enters a long gallery filled with the saddles and 
harness of Spanish royalty. There are elaborately 
MADRID 131 
worked saddles in embossed leather after the Mexican 
fashion, and others belonging to the present King 
and his father, which range from the basket pannier 
of infancy to the saddle proper of manhood. The 
most interesting thing in this rather dreary collec-
tion is the massive black harness, richly embossed, 
which formed the trappings of the coal-black 
steeds, which drew the coach of the unhappy 
Juana la Loca in her wanderings through Spain. 
The visitor now passes to the more living interest 
of the stables. Here are rows of stalls containing 
beautiful horses of rare colours, hunters with slender 
necks, chargers belonging to the King, favourite 
riding-horses of the Queen, and Andahician ponies 
for the younger princes. I n an adjoining s bable are 
mules, tall, glossy-coated, radiant animáis, bearing 
little resemblance to their down-trodden namesakes 
of the streets. 
The carriages and motor cars come next; an 
immense park of victorias and landaus for the use 
of the Court, amongst which pathetic interest 
attaches to the well-worn dogcart of Queen Mer-
cedes, the young wife of Alfonso X I I , which was 
her favourite vehicle during her short reign. In the 
last room are state coaches ranging from the gilded 
palaces on wheels belonging to Charles I I I and 
Charles IV to the more practical travelling carriage 
of Napoleón. 
Two of the coaches in this room are of outstanding 
interest. The first, an immense funeral coach made 
of ebony, is the very conveyance in which Queen 
Isabella's unhappy daughter, Juana, travelled 
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through Castile with the coffin of her much-loved 
husband, Philip tlie Handsome, beside her, when 
poison snatched him from her at Burgos. I t is 
little wonder that the unfortunate lady's reason 
gave way under the strain, and this gloomy coach 
can have done little to relieve her feelings. Every-
thing is of the deepest black, the woodwork, the 
upholstery, the wheels, so that i t gives an appear-
ance of unrelieved gloom. But the workmanship is 
excellent. Who in this hurried age would spare 
the time to cover every inch with carving, to repeat 
the royal arms in infinite variety, and to decórate 
even the spokes of the wheels with loving care ? 
The other coach possesses a more human interest, 
for i t is that in which the present King and Queen 
were returning to the palace on their wedding day, 
when the bomb was thrown in the Calle Mayor. 
How narrowly they escaped may be gauged from the 
fact that the front wheels were shattered and several 
of the panels splintered, but the damage has been 
skilfully repaired and the coach bears little trace 
of its tragic history. 
The armoury, which stands in a córner of the 
Plaza de Armas, contains one of the best collections 
of armour in the world. To an expert i t must be 
absolutely fascinating—and even to those who have 
no particular knowledge of the subject it is well 
worth visiting, because of the historical associations 
connected with many of the pieces. The collection 
is not very large, but admirably arranged, and every 
suit is shown to the best advantage. 
In my opinión the two most interesting exhibits 
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are a suit of light armour made for the Emperor 
Cliarles V, in wMch lie was painted by Titian in a 
great equestrian portrait, which hangs in the Prado, 
and a tiny suit of mail made for the ill-fated Don 
Carlos, when he was a boy of fourteen, in which 
the right and left pauldrons difíer slightly in size, 
thus showing that the tradition that the Prince was 
slightly deformed rests on a good foundation. 
The most gorgeous suit in the whole collection was 
made for the unhappy Sebastian, the last of his line 
who reigned as King of Portugal. He perished in 
battle against the Moors, and as his body was never 
found he lived, like our King Arthur, as one of 
those legendary héroes who will reappear in the 
hour of their country's greatest need. This suit 
was made by the famous armourer, Antón Pefíen-
hauser, and amongst the decoration is an elabórate 
battle scene in which elephants are playing a pro-
minent part; probably an allusion to the recent 
conquest of India by the Portuguese. 
Admirers of the Cid should not fail to notice his 
sword, la Colada, and a step he used in mounting 
Babieca when ciad in his heavy coat of mail. 
There are also miniature suits of armour and tiny 
weapons made for the Prince Baltasar Carlos, who 
gallops so gaily on his pony in Velasquez' portrait 
in the Prado. 
But we must not linger too long in the armoury, 
for the Prado is the magnet which draws the 
majority of visitors to Madrid. Here may be seen 
the greatest works of Velasquez and Murillo, fresh 
and undimmed by time. When compared with 
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the smoke-blackened pictures of the National 
Gallery or tíie Louvre, the contrast is almost over-
wlielming. There is no space here to speak of even 
the most wonderful pictures in this fine collection, 
but if the visitor finds his eye growing weary with 
too many canvases let him turn his attention for a 
moment to the spectators gazing so eagerly at these 
masterpieces. The Spanish are an art-loving nation, 
and in the Prado the people themselves delight in 
their heritage. Unlike the Louvre and the National 
Gallery, which are the resort of artists and tourists, 
the Prado is visited by every class and calling in 
life. Here may be seen little groups of peasants 
carefully examining the pictures, pointing out the 
oíd f avourites to the rising generation, and discussing 
the rival merits of Las Meninas and Las Hilanderas 
with one another, while a little further on three or 
four recruits, in the newest of new uniforms, may be 
heard commenting on the gallantry of Spinosa as 
he lays his hand upon the shoulder of the vanquished 
Justin of Nassau and ignores the key of the city 
of Breda, which the Dutchman is ofíering to him. 
There is little doubt that the works of Velasquez 
are enshrined in the hearts of his countrymen. 
Not very far from the Meninas hangs a porbrait 
of the Infanta Maria, sister of Philip IV, by Velas-
quez, who has immortalised her Flemish features, 
tightly curled hair, and heavy jaw. Modern be-
holders of the portrait marvel at what our Charles I 
could have seen to admire in her. But whatever 
was the attraction, i t certainly gave rise to one 
of the most romantic wooings in history, for the 
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Prince carne to Spain incógnito to win his bride, and 
caused consternation at tlie Spanish Courfc, for i t 
was well known that the match, could never come 
to anything, unless England abandoned her demands 
for the restoration of the Palatinate. 
The Plaza Mayor is little changed since Charles 
attended a bull-fight there given in his honour. 
I t is not so gay and fashionable nowadays as i t 
was then, when the roofs of the houses were crowded 
with fifty thousand spectators, but the flat roofs 
protected by iron bars still remain unchanged. 
The royal balcony was on the first floor of, what is 
now, a municipal bakery, and in this the Infanta 
sat with the Queen of Spain, while Charles, dressed 
in black velvet, with a white plume in his hat, 
rodé with Philip I V in a procession of young 
nobles, who were to play the róle of bull-fighters. 
Later he took his seat on the balcony, where he was 
only separated from the Infanta by a light balus-
trade, but so rigid was the etiquette of the Spanish 
Court that they were allowed no opportunities for 
conversation. 
There is another place in Madrid which recalls 
memories of Prince Charles' visit. This is the 
Buen Retiro ; in these days a public park, where 
the youth and fashion of the capital drive every 
afternoon, but at that time i t contained a royal 
palace in which Philip IV indulged freely in the 
pleasures of the passing hour. During the days 
that Charles spent in Madrid, the Buen Retiro was 
the scene of fe tes, balls, and reveis. I n the theatre 
the newest comedy of Lope de Vega would be acted 
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to a delighted audience, and night after night the 
maddest scenes of revelry would be witnessed in the 
extensive grounds which were laid out with grottoes, 
cascades, and artificial lakes, according to the taste 
of the time. The palace itself was a square building 
flanked by towers, and although not magnificent 
suited the King admirably. Here he could forget 
the duties of state and the anxieties of government 
in a mad unreasoning pursuit of pleasure, which 
entailed an extravagance which brought the country 
to the verge of ruin. But little remains of these 
bygone glories in the Buen Retiro of to-day. I n 
1734 the palace was destroyed by a fire in which 
many of the finest works of Titian and Velasquez 
perished, and the only fragment which remains is 
now used as an Artillery Museum. There is no 
memorial to the thriftless Philip now in the Buen 
Retiro, as his equestrian statue, which once adorned 
the grounds, stands in front of the royal palace, but 
another Spanish King is commemorated there. In 
the centre of the great grounds is a large artificial 
lake, surrounded by four water-wheels, and on the 
eastern side is a fine statue of fche late King Alfonso 
X I I on horseback, with a pórtico on either side. 
He is looking across the waters of the lake towards 
the city he loved so well. 
CHAPTEK X I I 
T O L E D O 
THERE is a charm about Toledo, which is peculiarly lier own. Standing like Rome 
upon seven hills, she surpasses lier world-famed 
rival in the savage grandeur of her beauty. There 
is sometliing wild and desoíate about the city, 
even in the glow of a midsummer sun, which is 
increased a thousand-fold in the softer liglit of 
autumn or beneatli the stormy clouds of a winter 
sky. 
The traveller wbo approach.es the city on foot, 
turning a deaf ear to the importunities of the 
drivers of fche mule-drawn omnibuses, will be re-
warded by a picture whicli will remain long in his 
memory. At the bend in the road, where the Tagus 
is spanned by the Puente de Alcántara, he will 
catch his first glimpse of Toledo ; a mediseval 
fortress, crowned by tbe Alcázar, and encircled by 
the yellow waters of the Tagus, wild and untamed 
by the progress of time. On either side of fche river 
rise rocks and barren sandbanks, while to the left 
on the MU-side, stand the ruins of the oíd castle of 
San Servando, with its circular towers and battle-
ments ; long an outpost in the grim struggle between 
Alfonso V I and fche Moors. 
(137) 
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There is notMng new in Toledo. The founda-
tions of the bridge date back fco Koman times, and 
when the bridge itself was swept away in a sudden 
rising of the Tagus, it was rebuilt by the Moors 
and has undergone furtber restoration at the hands 
of Alfonso el Sabio and Archbishop Tenorio. The 
Puente de Alcántara is surely one of the oddest 
bridges in the world, with its span of two most 
unequal arches and a rude, sqnare tower at either 
end, I t may not be strictly beautiful, but i t blends 
with the parched hues of the country-side and forms 
an integral part of the landscape. 
Many civilisations have held sway in Toledo. 
From the Puente de Alcántara traces can be seen 
of the Román" city built near the river, and of the 
capital of the Visigothic kings founded on the hill, 
but i t is the three hundred years of Moorish occupa-
tion which have left the deepest impress on the 
city. To western eyes, Toledo is still essentially a 
Moorish city, with its network of winding streets, 
so narrow that the daily traffic of the town is carried 
on by means of mules and donkeys with heavily-
laden panniers, as vehicular traffic is all but im-
possible. Even the houses slope inwards in these 
narrow streets, casting long shadows on the fiercest 
summer days, with hardly a window facing the 
street, the few there are heavily barred and the 
doors studded with massive nail-heads, so that they 
appear more like fortresses than modern dwelling-
houses. But within, once the outer door is opened, 
are charming patios, often Moorish in character, 
wibh wooden pillars supporting an open gallery ; 
a well in one córner, and a border of gaily-coloured 
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tiles mnning round the walls. Even the great 
public square, the Zocodover, wMch is the centre of 
life in Toledo, retains mucli of its Moorish character, 
not only in its ñame but in the balconies suspended 
from the front of the houses. 
Five minutes' walk from the Puente de Alcántara is 
the Puerta del Sol, one of the three oíd gateways of 
the city, which dates from Moorish times. Strongly 
built, with graceful horse-shoe arches and flanked 
by two turrets, one square abutting to the wall, 
the other rounded, the Puerta del Sol is one of the 
most interesting Arable remains in Toledo. Over 
the inner arch is a circular medallion of the Blessed 
Virgin oííering the chasuble to San Ildefonso ; a 
favourite subject with Spanish artists, and one 
made familiar by Murillo's beaufciful picture in the 
Prado. Very lovely is this oíd gateway with its 
rich orange tints, when seen beneath an azure sky, 
but most beautiful of all, at the hour of sunset, 
when the rays of the setting sun stream through 
the arch and bathe the massive walls with a flood 
of rose-tinted light. 
A few yards to the left, a steep path winding 
beneath an archway leads to the church of San 
Cristo de la Luz, once the mosque Bib-el-Mardon, 
one of the best preserved specimens of Moorish 
architecture in Spain. This is probably the oldest 
building in Toledo, and i t still retains its original 
form of a mosque. Very tiny is San Cristo de la 
Luz, with its six short naves divided by four low 
circular columns into nine small compartments. 
From the capitals, which are all of different designs, 
spring sixteen horse-shoe arches. 
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After the reconquest of the city by Alfonso V I 
an apse and transept were added and on tlie walls 
faded remains of late twelfth century mural paint-
ings of local saints and martyrs can be seen. There 
is Santa Eulalia, very stifí and Byzantine, and 
Santa Martiana, who was torn by wild beasts in 
the circus at Toledo, in a white tunic and black-
pointed shoes. The martyr Leocadia holds a lily 
and a book, and by her side stands Obdulia, while 
the remaining figure is Archbishop Bernardo, the 
íirst Archbishop of Toledo after the reconquest, who 
stands in a faded red robe with a pastoral stafí. 
The restoration of 1899 disclosed a frieze round 
the north-east fayade which bears the words in 
Arable : " In the ñame of God, the Compassionate, 
the Merciful, this mosque was built, with the help 
of Allah, under the direction of Musa Ibn Aly, 
the architect of Saada. I t was completed in the 
muhurran of the year 370 " (980 A.D.). 
An indescribable sense of desolation pervades the 
mosque to-day, a feeling of glory departed that will 
never return, but in the hearts of the citizens of 
Toledo memories linger of the great days when 
men hastened to the mosque to celébrate the 
glorious Ghristian victory over the Moors. The 
memory of that historie day will never die, when on 
May 25, 1085, Alfonso V I rodé in triumph through 
the Visagra gate, and dismounting at the mosque, 
had Mass celebrated in thanksgiving for his victory ; 
leaving his shield, a white cross on a crimson ground, 
in the church as a thankoííering, where'ifc still hangs 
above the central arch. By his side3 rodé the 
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famous warrior, the Cid, the pattern of Spanish 
chivalry, the hero of a hundred exploifcs. As he 
reached the mosque, his war-horse, Babieca, fell 
suddenly upon her knees, whereupon all men 
marvelled, and search being made, a crucifix was 
found, built up in the wall, which the Christians 
had hidden three hundred and seventy years before, 
when the Moors were about to capture the city, and 
before which a lamp was still burning. In memory 
of this miraculous discovery, the mosque was known 
henceforward as El Cristo de la Luz. 
Leaving this tiny church to its solitude, unbroken 
save by the feet of passing strangers and retracing 
the path to the Puerta del Sol, the steep slope which 
leads to the Alcázar, the palace-fortress of the kings 
of Castile, is reached. Built upon the ruins of a 
Koman fort, the palace stands upon the crest of 
the MU, commanding an extensive range of country. 
Many changes has the oíd fortress undergone, since 
Alfonso V I rodé in as conqueror ; for no less than 
three times has i t been destroyed by fire. I t is 
an immense square building with four towers and 
pointed roofs, but only the eastern front overlooking 
the Tagus, built by Alfonso the Sabio, and the 
northern fa9ade added by Alvaro de Luna, give any 
idea of the Alcázar's former beauty, although its 
magnificent situation is a compensation for any 
architectural shortcomings. The Alcázar is built 
round a spacious patio, with a fine double arcade 
of Corinthian columns ; in the centre is a statue of 
Charles V on horseback, with this inscription :— 
" S i en l a pelea veis caer m i caballo y m i estandarte. 
Levan tad pr imero, este que a m i , " 
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words which sound strangely in a land where 
animáis are held of so little account. 
The Alcázar is now the Sandhurst of Spain, and 
young cadet ofíicers may be seen sauntering down 
the great staircase and along the passages. The 
great hall has been converted into a military 
museum, in which are displayed cases of weapons 
and military uniforms of varions periods ; amongst 
the latter is a human touch—the tiny uniform worn 
by the present King, when he was enrolled as a 
recruit in the Toledo garrison. 
For some reason the oíd Alcázar did not find 
favour in the eyes of Alfonso V I , and he built a 
palace for himself in the heart of the city, in which 
the cleverest Moorish craftsmen of the day vied in 
the decoration. Two magnificent rooms still re-
main, the walls decorated in stucco with a profusión 
of intricate tracery, while over one horse-shoe arch 
a perfect vine is climbing. The great hall, where 
the King kept his state, when he made Toledo 
the capital of his kingdom, has a fine roof of dark 
oak enriched with elabórate carvings. Here i t was 
that Alfonso, in his later days, wandered heart-
broken, calling ceaselessly the ñame of his dead 
son, and as twilight falls, i t seems at times as if 
the great King were calling, " Sancho, my son 
Sancho," through the deserted halls. For if Alfonso 
sinned greatly, bitterly was he called upon to ex-
piate his fault. 
A strange King was the sixth Alfonso, who in 
becoming a Christian conqueror forgot the virtues 
of a Christian knight. Perhaps his unhappy youth 
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was, in some measure, responsible for the short-
comings of his later years. Driven from his king-
dom by liis brother Sancho, he was a homeless 
wanderer until he found shelter at Toledo at the 
Court of the Moorish King Alamun. There he 
lived for years as an honoured guest, keeping a 
miniature Court, and treated by Alamun almost as 
a son, and when his brother's death called him to 
the throne of Castile, he parted from his benefactor 
with protestations of gratitude and oaths of friend-
ship to Alamun and his son, Yahia. 
Alas for Alfonso's vow. The death of the power-
ful Alamun gave an unexpected opportunity for 
striking a blow for Christendom and recovering the 
ancient metrópolis of Spain for the Church. Moorish 
power was waning, Yahia was weak and pleasure-
loving, and urged by his subjects, Alfonso succumbed 
to the temptation. At the head of an invading 
army, he rodé against his former friend. For six 
long years the tide of battle swayed, the Christians 
creeping nearer and nearer the walls of Toledo, 
although the city itself, rock-girt and precipitous, 
proved an insuperable obstacle. At length hunger 
accomplished what forcé could not achieve, and 
Yahia was driven into banishment, while Alfonso 
reigned in Toledo. 
From that moment, fortune deserted Alfonso, 
and disaster after disaster befell him, until his 
subjects began to see in them divine punishment 
for his treachery. The tide of victory had turned ; 
the Moors, reinforced from Africa, regained much of 
the ground they had lost, and once again planted 
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their banners within sight of tlie walls of Toledo. 
To revive the flagging spirits of his army, Alfonso 
sent Ms only son, Sancho, a boy of fourteen, to take 
his place within the Christian ranks. But once 
again disaster fell upon the Spanish army, and on 
the fatal field of Ucle, Sancho perished with the 
flower of the Castilian army. 
" Where is your Prince ?" cried the unhappy 
father to the few survivors. " Where is the light 
of my eyes ? The stafí of my oíd age ? " and when 
all were silent, he added: " He remains and yon 
return ; he is dead and yon are living." 
" To save yon," cried the outspoken Alvar Fanez, 
stung to fury at the injustice of these words. " To 
save the throne and the conquests gained by your 
blood." 
Alfonso listened neither to reason ñor to words 
of consolation. The loss of his heir drove him into 
a state of melancholy bordering on madness, and 
for the last miserable year of his life, the palace 
walls re-echoed with his cry, " Sancho, my son 
Sancho," until death brought the longed-for reléase. 
Much of Alfonso's work in strengthening the city 
can still be seen. I n 1102 he enclosed the broad 
space between the bridges of Alcántara and San 
Martin with a strong wall, so that the city was more 
impregnable than ever. At this time Toledo had 
three gateways ; on the north the Visagra ; on the 
east the Almohada, and on the west, the Cambrón. 
The oíd Visagra gate, except that the entrance has 
been blocked, sfcill stands to-day practically as i t 
did in 837, when the Moorish caliph hung from its 
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turrets the head of tlie Toledan rebel Hixem. The 
gateway sliould be carefully examined, as i t is 
Moorish work of the first period. The triple arches 
are characteristically horse-shoe shaped, massive 
and simple in structure, the upper ones with crenel-
lated openings and all are narrowed at the base, 
a favourite military precaution of the Moors to 
obstruct the passage of the enemy. A few yards 
beyond, stands the new Visagra Gate, built in the 
time of the Emperor Charles V, with a statue of 
San Eugenio, the first Archbishop of Toledo, placed 
there in 1575. 
At the extremity of Alf onso's wall is the thirteenth-
century Puente de San Martin, a graceful bridge 
with one large central arch and four lesser ones, 
yet lacking in the sombre strength of the oíd 
Puente de Alcántara. The Puente de San Martin 
is most beautiful in the light of the setting sun, when 
i t is bathed in golden splendour, and the Tagus, 
which widens here and embraces a tiny islet, 
becomes a river of fire flowing between the green 
banks of the Vega. 
I t is time to leave the river and return to the city, 
where much of interest remains to be seen. For 
fcwo hundred and íifty years after Alfonso's death, 
Toledo remained to outward appearance a Moorish 
town. This was because the Moors, who had been 
granted religious liberty and considerable civil 
rights remained in the city and continued to build 
for their new masters in the oíd style, so that 
Moorish art flourished in Toledo for centuries after 
the power of the Moors had been overthrown. 
10 
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Within the walls of the city lived a mixed popu-
lation; the conquered Moor; the downtrodden 
Jew ; Mozarabs or men of Moorish descent who 
had 'adopted the Christian faith, and foreigners 
attracted by liberal privileges. I t was due to this 
admixture of population that two of the most 
interesting churches in Toledo, which stand in the 
Jews' quarters, were built, The first, Santa Maria 
la Blanca, was built either in the last years of the 
Moorish occupation or in the first years of the 
Christian rule, on a spot chosen by divine command 
when it was covered with snow—a rare occurrence 
in Toledo, and one to which the church owes its 
ñame. 
In the course of time, the ground became the 
property of the Jews who erected the imposing 
synagogue which still remains. The exterior is bare 
and unattractive, and the interior has the air of 
desolation inseparable from buildings scheduled as 
national monuments. When the first chill of dis-
appointment has passed, a growing sense of pleasure 
filis the eye. For the church is the strangest of 
contrasts ; a mixture of magnificence and bare-
ness ; of capricious, meaningless lines and exquisite 
tracery. The seven great octagonal piers, half-
buried in sand, are wanting in proportion at the 
base, but the arches themselves, of horse-shoe 
shape, are fashioned with incomparable grace. 
The wealth of carving and luxuriance of cones and 
spirals which cover the capitals of the piers are 
seen—after a moment of incredulity—to be, not 
of stone ñor white marble, but simply of stucco. 
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Can such prodigality of labour be found expended 
on such humble material anywhere but in Spain ? 
The roof is built of cedar of Lebanon, bufc being now 
demided of colour and carvings, strikes the spectator 
as heavy and bare. 
Only a few minutes' walk from Santa Maria la 
Blanca is the Sinogoga del Transito, built in the 
days of Jewish prosperity by Samuel Levi, treasurer 
to King Pedro the Cruel! For Pedro, the worst 
of Spanish kings, added to his other crimes, the 
peculiar baseness—in the eyes of his contempor-
aries—of showing favour to the Jews. The church 
is now a national monument, desoíate and chilly 
on the hottest summer days. I t is purely Moorish 
in architecture, of the later or Granadian period, 
and consists of a long rectangular hall, lighted by 
windows high up beneath the roof, while the walls 
are covered with Hebrew inscriptions from the 
Scriptures and Talmud. Although now barren and 
austere, in the days when i t was coloured and hung 
with tapestries i t must have presented an appear-
ance of splendour. I n the centre of the north and 
south walls runs a fillet moulding bordered by grace-
ful ivy leaves intertwined with ribbons and cords. 
Above are a series of horse-shoe arches resting on 
Byzantine columns. Everywhere is a profusión of 
ornament. I n the jambs and spandrels every inch 
is covered with delicate carving and the openwork 
which filis the spaces has the cobweb texture of real 
lace. The frieze is magnificent with its wealth of 
Jewish inscriptions, and the roof, perhaps the finest 
in Toledo, is of Moorish artesonado work of ingenious 
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design. Only colour is needed to restore i t to its 
former beauty. But the east wall surpasses all 
otliers in magnificence. Here Moorisli work is seen 
at its best. Under the upper gallery mns a cornice 
of filagree work from wMch descend three partitions 
decorated with reliéis in stucco, in the centre of 
which are the shields of León and Castile. 
Long before the synagogue was finished, evil 
days fell upon the builder. Pedro, coveting Levi's 
wealth, had the unfortunate man tortured to death 
and his property confiscated. I n 1492 the church 
was given by Queen Isabella to the Knights of 
Calavera, an order formed to fight against the Moors, 
but three years later i t was suppressed by order of 
the Catholic kings. 
In complete contrast to this Moorish archi-
tecture stands the cathedral, incomparably the 
most beautiful building in Toledo. The present 
church was begun in August, 1227, by King Fernando 
el Santo, that indefatigable builder of cathedrals, 
just six years after he had laid the first stone of the 
great cathedral at Burgos. Few kings have left 
such fine memorials in stone behind them. Building 
was a lengthy process in the Middle Ages, and i t 
was not until two hundred and sixty years later 
that the work was completed, and Toledo cathedral 
became one of the glories of Spain. Who can stand 
within the cathedral and fail to marvel at the skill 
which unites richness of detall with simplicity of 
design ? There is no excess of ornament to jar 
upon northern taste as in the sister cathedral of 
Burgos. Everything is subservient to one dominant 
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plan, and the eííect is harmonious and restful. 
Notliing can surpass tlie ricliness of the subdued 
light s£ed by the windows filled with oíd stained 
glass upon the dazzling whiteness of the stone ; 
while one of the first impressions which travellers 
gain of Toledo cathedral is the beauty of the row 
of angels with half-folded wings who mount guard 
over the High Altar against a background of dark 
shadowy arches. 
Before examining the interior, i t will be well to 
walk round the outside of the cathedral and gain 
a general idea of the construction, I t is a great 
drawback that there is no means of getting a good 
view of the exterior as a whole, for like most French 
and Spanish cathedrals the houses cluster cióse up 
under the walls. Only from the Plaza del Ayun-
tamiento at the west end can a view of any distance 
be obtained. From this point can be seen the 
western fa9ade of the cathedral, with its triple 
doorway, a masterpiece of fifteenth-century Gothic 
sculpture. 
The central doorway, known as the Puerta del 
Verdón, is divided by a central shaft, on which 
stands an emaciated figure of Our Lord, with crown 
and royal mantle ; above are the twelve Apostles 
and in the tympanum the Blessed Virgin surrounded 
by angels is seen bestowing the chasuble on San 
Ildefonso, a miracle which is said to have taken 
place within the walls of the cathedral. The door 
on the right, the Puerta de los Escribanos, so named 
because public notarles used to enter by i t and take 
an oath of íidelity to the charges entrusted to them, 
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is sculptured with statues of angels and patriarclis, 
and above mns a long inscription commemor-
ating the capture of Granada and the expulsión of 
the Jews. Over the triple doorway are life-sized 
figures of Our Lord and His Apostles seated at tlie 
Last Supper, and in the third story is a great rose 
window, crowned by a band of decorated tracery. 
Above rise tbe towers, only one of wbicli has been 
completed by a tapering spire, encircled by a triple 
band of spikes as if by a crown of thorns. 
The doorway at the end of the south transept is 
the famous Puerta de los Leones, extolled by some 
writers as equal to Ghiberti's doors at Florence. 
Yet where expectations have been raised so high, 
disappointment is bound to follow. Built in 1460 
by the Fleming de Egas, the doorway takes its 
ñame from the six lions, holding shields, seated 
on short columns before it—a favourite device with 
Spanish architects, also to be seen at Salamanca 
and Valladolid. In the centre of the arch is an 
Assumption added by Salvatierra in 1776. The 
famous bronze doors, made in 1525, if not to be 
compared with the Baptistery gates at Florence, 
are nevertheless very lovely. 
Traversing the east end of the cathedral where the 
encroaching buildings cut ofí any adequate view, the 
oldest remaining doorway, the Puerta del Reloj, 
leading to fche north transept is reached. 
Continuing along the north side of the cathedral, 
a delicate pointed archway leads to the cloisters, 
erected by Archbishop Tenorio on the site of the 
Jews' markets. The cloisters themselves are very 
TOLEDO 151 
beaufciful, being briglit and cbeerful when the 
cathedral is wrapped in gloom. Tradition tells 
that the redoubtable Archbishop Tenorio desired 
fche site for his cliurch, but the Jews refused to part 
witli i t upon any consideration. Deaf to all pleas 
they continued to hold their markets, but tbe 
Arcbibisliop, not to be outdone, incited the Christian 
mob to such fury tbat tbey fell upon the Jews and 
burnt the houses of the unbelievers to the ground. 
Whereupon the ground lay waste and on the site, 
Tenorio built his beautiful Gothic cloisters in the 
year 1389. 
From the cloisters the Puerta de Santa Catalina 
leads to the north aisle of the church. Over the 
door may be seen the figure of the saint with the 
Instruments of her martyrdom, together with the 
arms of Castile and of the Tenorio family. 
The choir of Toledo cathedral is a treasury of 
carving, but i t is diíficult to do justice to its beauty, 
partly owing to the lack of light, for even on the 
brightest afternoon the choir is shrouded in semi-
twilight, and partly owing to the importunities of 
the vergers, who seek to shepherd would-be visitors 
out of the choir as speedily as possible. Yet, even 
by the fitful gleam of the electric lights, switched 
on for a moment over some particularly fine piece 
of carving, some idea may be obtained of the 
wealth of beauty hidden beneath the shadows. 
The choir stalls are of surpassing interest, for carved 
by Maese Rodrigo in the time of Cardinal Mendoza, 
they are a contemporary record of the scenes in 
the capture of Granada which they portray. Very 
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vivid are tliese pictures of armed knights on pranc-
ing chargers, who advance with lances couched 
against the towers of the city, while from some 
of the towers the dejected faces of the Moors can 
be seen peeping. Each tower bears a ñame, and 
the patient searcher will be rewarded by finding 
the magic word " Alhambra." 
The upper stalls are in complete contrast to the 
simplicity of those of Rodrigo, and are cóvered with 
a profusión of ornament; the tbirty-five on the 
gospel side being the work of Philip of Burgundy, 
and those on the epistle side of Berruguete. The 
lectern is worthy of notice, as the magnificent eagle 
with outstretched wings and fiery eyes crushing a 
dragón beneath its talons, was made by Salinas in 
1646, while the pedestal upon which i t rests, sup-
ported by six finely sculptured lions, is at least two 
hundred years older. 
But the vergers allow no lingering to enjoy these 
beauties at leisure, and visitors must basten to the 
Capilla Mayor, before i t too is closed to the public. 
The screen which endoses the Capilla Mayor is one of 
the glories of Toledo, being an excellent example of 
delicate metal work. Here and there traces of white 
metal show through the blackened surface, which 
gives rise to the sacristán's story that the screen is 
solid silver and was painted black by the canons to 
preserve i t from Napoleon's predatory troops. At 
either side stand two delightful metal pulpits on 
short marble pillars, all that remains of the sumptu-
ous bronze tombs prepared by Alvaro de Luna, the 
ül-fated favourite of Juan I I , for himself and his 
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wife. They were considered a mechanical master-
piece of the age, as by an ingenious device, the 
bronze figures of Alvaro and bis wife rose and 
knelt wbenever Mass was celebrated. 
Beliind the Higb Altar, tbe retablo rises nearly 
to tbe roof, being covered witb scenes from the 
Passion painted by Vignarni and Juan de Borgoña 
in 1500. On a pier at the end of the chapel stands 
the bearded figure of a shepherd, none other than 
the famous San Isidro, who guided King Alfonso 
V I I I to victory over the Moors at Las Navas de 
Tolosa. The face is said to have been carved by 
the King himself, as none other in the army saw 
the face of the heavenly visitant. 
Around the High Altar are buried the oíd Kings 
of Castile ; Alfonso V I I ; Sancho el Bravo ; and 
Sancho el Deseador. Here also rests the body of 
Cardinal Mendoza, the all-powerfiil minister of 
Ferdinand and Isabella ; the soul of the conquest 
of Granada. I t was the Queen who gave the 
minister who had served her so well, the privilege 
of burial in the royal chapel. In a medallion the 
Cardinal may be seen adoring the cross, and in 
the Sala Capitular is an excellent portrait of him, 
said to have been painted from life. 
To the east of the Capilla Mayor is the chapel of 
San Ildefonso, where Cardinal Albornoz is buried. 
He was a warrior Bishop, who combined zest for 
íighting with love of learning. Driven from Toledo, 
by the cruelties of Pedro the Cruel, he sought 
refuge in Italy where he carved for himself great 
conquests with his sword. He died in 1350, and his 
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must have been one of the most impressive funerals 
tliat the world has ever seen. From distant Italy, 
his body was borne on foot to Toledo, in a journey 
of many months' duration. At the head of the 
procession, the Bishop's cross, which may still be 
seen in this chapel, was carried, and as the cortége 
passed, amidst chants and prayers, whole villages 
knelt by the wayside, as papal indulgences were 
freely granted to all who carne. The Cardinal resfcs 
within a rich marble tomb, snpported by six lions, 
his recumbent figure showing the strength and 
fearlessness which characterised him in life. At the 
sides of the tomb, are eight ecclesiastics in niches. 
The festival of San Ildefonso is celebrated on 
January 22. This is one of the great days of 
Toledo, when the cathedral is thronged from morn-
ing to night by worshippers, rich and poor, oíd and 
young alike, who come to pay homage to their 
patrón saint. The densest crowds gather round his 
shrine in the Capilla de la Descensión, where the 
Blessed Virgin came down from heaven to present 
the chasuble to San Ildefonso. A Grothic pyramid, 
erected in 1601 over the spot, bears the Bishop's 
arms and portrait, with bas-reliefs by Vignarni, 
showing him receiving the chasuble and preaching 
to the people, Behind a grating in a marble frame 
is the stone upon which the Blessed Virgin stood, 
which bears the imprint of her feet and the in-
scription, " Adorabimus in loco ubi steterunt pedes 
ejus." 
The Santiago chapel, the most famous of all the 
chapéis in the cathedral, lies on the north side of 
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the chapel of San Ildefonso. I t was built in 1425, 
by Constable Alvaro de Luna, as his family burial-
place. For tbirty-five years Alvaro de Luna ruled 
liis royal master, Juan I I , with a rod of iron, living 
in more tlian regal state and never moving unless 
attended by a retinue of thirty knigbts. He was 
master of the Order of Santiago, and tbe de vice of 
the Order, great scallop sbells, altérnate on tbe walls 
of tbe cbapel with his family badge, a silver moon 
on a red shield. 
Alvaro rose to greatness from humble beginnings ; 
as a royal page he secured such influence over the 
weak-willed Prince Juan that he became the veri-
table ruler of Spain. Endowed by nature with an 
attractive personality and pleasing manners, he pos-
sessed the rarer gifts of sound judgment and a not 
inconsiderable knowledge of statecraft. But long 
years of power blinded Alvaro to the dangers of 
his position. His very success was to prove his 
undoing. Having brilliantly engineered the King's 
second marriage with the young Isabella of Portugal, 
he found that he had an implacable enemy in the 
young Queen, who not merely undermined his 
influence with the King, but did not rest until she 
had brought him to utter ruin. Taken prisoner by 
treachery, tried by an irregularly summoned court, 
he perished miserably on the scafíold at Valladolid in 
1451, on a charge of high treason against the King, 
whom he had served so well. Death in all its bitter-
ness came upon de Luna, whose last words were: 
" This is the reward of faithful service to my King." 
The bronze tombs prepared by the unfortunate 
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Alvaro for himself and his wife were ruthlessly 
broken up by the King's orders and converted into 
the pulpits wMch stand at the entrance to the 
Capilla Mayor. Forty years later his danghter, 
Maria, erected the beautiful tombs to the memory 
of her father and mother which are to be seen in 
the Santiago chapel. The constable lies in full 
armonr, his sword between his legs, and at each 
córner of the tomb small knights of Santiago, ciad 
in mail, keep watch over the Grand Master of their 
Order. At the angles of Doña Juana's tomb, two 
monks and two nuns are kneeling in an attitude 
of prayer. I n the retablo behind the altar, Don 
Alvaro and his wife may be seen kneeling on either 
side of the central panel which depicts the Descent 
from the Cross. 
On the left the Capilla de los Eeyes Nuevos, 
which is approached by a passage guarded by two 
stone heralds, is one of the most difficult chapéis 
in the cathedral to visit, as i t is closed for the 
day at 10 A.M., yet i t ought on no account to be 
missed. Not only is i t the burial-place of the later 
sovereigDS of Castile but i t has interesting associa-
tions for Engiish travellers, through the daughter 
of John of Gaunt who is buried there. The chapel 
is an addition to the original ground plan of the 
cathedral, being added by Enriquez I I in 1394 as a 
pantheon for the House of Trastamara. The choir 
stalls with the arms of Castile and León, the lavish 
plateresque ornament and the artesonado ceiling 
are later additions of Cardinal Talavera in 1531. 
On either side of the chapel lie the Kings and 
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Queens of the house of Trastamara, each resting 
within a white and gold recess. I n the first niclie 
on the north side lies Enrique I I , the half-brotlier 
and life-long foe of King Pedro the Cruel, and as 
though to symbolise the stormy events of liis life, 
his hand rests on his sword-hilt while at his feet 
crouches a lion. Toledo witnessed mucli of the 
savage hatred of the royal brothers, and in the 
eleven years of civil war she opened her gates 
now to one side and now to the other, but always 
paying dearly for any help rendered to the van-
quished. Her streets ran with blood, her citizens 
were plundered by Pedro's half-savage bordes, and 
the city did not find peace until the inhuman Pedro 
had perished at the hands of his half-brother. 
On the south side of the chapel, opposite Enrique's 
tomb, rests his Queen, Juana, her head reposing 
upon cushions covered with delicate broidery, while 
at her feet kneels an ángel. Their son, Juan I , and 
his wife, Leonor, are to be seen as kneeling figures ; 
Juan crowned and bearded, Leonor, with a pensive 
face and long flowing robe kneeling upon a richly 
embroidered cushion before a prie-Dieu, while 
behind her are displayed the royal lions of Castile. 
At the east end lies their son, Enrique I I I , and on 
the south side his wife, Catherine of Lancaster, 
eldest daughter of John of Gaunt. " Una inglesa " 
murmur the little red-robed choir-boys, as they draw 
aside the curtain which covers the niche, almost in 
the same breath they are demanding " una propina."1 
A t i p . 
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" Fair, fat, and florid " was Catherine of Lancaster, 
a great eater and a hearty drinker, masculine in 
strength and outlook, dependent npon lier favour-
ites, but never sacrificing to them her good sense or 
sound judgment. An able woman, she aided her 
young husband to become one of tbe best kings in 
the troubled bistory of Gastile, and upon bis early 
deatb, sbowed berself a sound ruler during tbe long 
minority of ber son, tbe feeble Juan I I . 
I n tbe Capilla de la Virgen del Sagrario, in tbe 
nortb aisle, stands tbe Black Virgin, beld in great 
veneration by tbe townsmen of Toledo. I t was 
saved by an Englisbman wben tbe Moors carptured 
Toledo in 711, and remained bidden until Alfonso's 
triumpbal entry. AU but tbe face and bands are 
concealed beneatb a wealtb of silver tissue and 
precious stones, but tbe face, blackened by time, 
is said to be an autbentic portrait. 
Tbe Mozarabic cbapel, near tbe great west door, 
perpetuates traditions dating from Moorisb times. 
For tbe service, celebrated daily in tbis cbapel at 
9 A.M., is according to tbe ritual banded down by 
tbe Cbristians wbo were allowed to keep tbeir own 
religión under Moorisb rule. Isolated from tbe rest 
of Cbristendom, tbis Mass contained many variations 
from tbe usage in otber parts of Europe, but tbeir 
successors bave clung to i t down tbe centuries, in 
spite of papal eííorts to substituto Gregorian rites. 
So Mass is sung daily according to Mozarabic 
ritual, and witb its plaintive wailing music and flat 
monotonous cbant, i t strikes a strange note to 
western ears. 
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The chapel was built in 1504 by Cardinal Jiménez 
de Cisneros, one of the great prelate statesmen of 
Spain. He soiight to perpetúate the ritual in 
Toledo, possibly as a sign that Spain would yield 
to no undue iniluence from the Vatican. Juan de 
Borgoña's frescoes, which decórate the walls, are 
interesting as being almost contemporary with the 
events in the Cardinal's life that they portray. 
They depict his expedition to Africa against the 
Moors, undertaken when he was over seventy years 
of age, and on the west wall is the battle of Oran in 
which Cisneros can be easily recognised at the head 
of the victorious Spanish host. 
The Sacristy, Treasury, and Chapter House of 
the cathedral contain many art treasures and 
are well worth a visit. Passing through an ante-
room which has a fine ceiling and doorway in 
Moorish style, the Chapter House is reached, which 
is noteworthy for its handsome red, blue, and gold 
artesonado ceiling and for the thirteen frescoes of 
Juan de Borgoña which cover the walls. Over the 
doorway leading from the ante-room, is an immense 
Last Judgment which covers the whole wall, but 
more pleasing are the Birth of the Blessed Virgin 
and her meeting with Saint Elizabeth, with an ex-
quisite background worthy of Pinturricchio. Above 
the seats for the chapter hang ninety-four portraits 
of Archbishops of Toledo, amongst which those of 
Cardinal Cisneros and Cardinal Mendoza are re-
markable for their life-like vigour. 
The Treasury, which is reputed to be the richest 
m Spain, is very much like many other cathedral 
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treasuries in its reliquaries, cliurch píate, and 
gigantic custodia displayed beMnd glass cases. 
Perhaps tlie Toledo Treasmy surpasses the otliers 
in magnificence, but there is sometliing cold and 
profitless in these glass-enclosed treasures of a 
spiiitual power. More interesting is tlie sword 
worn by Alfonso V I when he entered Toledo, en-
cased in a richly wrougbt scabbard with tbe arms 
of León and Castile, and two mantles belonging 
to the Virgen del Sagrario, one embroidered with 
85,000 pearls, and the other made by Felipe Corral, 
bedecked with gold, pearls, rubíes, sapphires, and 
emeralds in even greater profusión. The custodia is 
the masterpiece of the Germán silversmith, Henry 
Arfe and his sons, and was made in 1524, while some 
of the first gold brought by Columbus from the Indies 
was used to make the gold cross on the fcop. 
The Sacristy, which adjoins the Chapel of the 
Virgen del Sagrario, has a ceiling fresco by Jordán 
of the Miracle of San Ildefonso, a picture by Goya of 
the Betrayal of Ghrist, and a portrait of Pope Paul 
I I I by Titian, which is a replica of the one familiar 
fco many travellers in the Museum in Naples. But 
the most interesting picture in the Sacristy is El 
Greco's Espolio or Christ stripped of his raiment 
on Calvary. This picture was painted soon after 
El Greco arrived in Spain, and although Our Lord's 
figure is somewhat elongated, nowhere is the 
exaggeration shown which disfigures so much of 
his later work. The figures are skilfully grouped 
and Our Lord's head is a model of dignified beauty, 
while the blue, carmine, and ash-grey flesh tints 
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are characteristic of the artist's work. The beauti-
ful little group of the Madonna and Saints sliould 
not be overlooked, as the Chapter wished El Greco 
to paint them out, on the ground that, according 
to the Gospel narrative, they were not present at 
the scene, but fortunately wiser counsels prevailed, 
and one of the most charming little touches in 
the picture still survives. I n the next room, the 
Vestuario, are rows of cases containing superb 
fifteenth- and sixteenth-century vestments, elabor-
ately embroidered with figures, which have the 
exquisite delicacy of miniatures, many of the faces 
being so perfect that i t is hard to believe that they 
are the work of the needle. 
Our survey of the cathedral is now complete, 
but before passing out into the dazzling sunshine, 
let us take a last glance at the graceful arches 
and soaring vault. Even in this Gothic building 
traces of Moorish influence may be seen in the 
horse-shoe arches of the triforium, and in the apse 
behind the Altar Mayor, which were the work of 
Cardinal Gisneros. Do not fail to observe the rose 
windows in the transepts, with their fine oíd glass. 
The one in the north transept, which is the earlier 
in date, has simple tracery and a background of 
blue glass. I n the centre is Our Lord upon the 
Cross, and the six spaces around are filled with the 
Blessed Virgin, Saint John, and four angels, while 
the outer circle contains the figures of the twelve 
great prophets, each of whom is drawing the atten-
tion of the spectator to the Cross by pointing 
towards i t . The later date of the corresponding 
11 
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window in the south transept is sliown in tke rich, 
flamboyant tracery and in the use of green glass 
as a background. 
At the west end of the cathedral is another great 
rose window, with a tiny CardmaFs hat in the 
centre, which is considered one of the most glorious 
windows in Spain. I t is also one of the surprises of 
the cathedral, for no trace of i t is visible from the 
outside, as i t is completely hidden by the projecting 
west front, and the visitor upon entering is entirely 
unprepared for its magnificence. Before leaving, 
take a farewell glance also at the clerestory windows, 
with their lovely fifteenth-century glass, the work 
of Dutch artists, and note in passing, on the south 
side of the nave, a vivid representation of a massacre 
of the Jews, no infrequent occurrence in Toledo in 
the Middle Ages, so that even in fche present day in 
Spain, a broken or disturbed night is jestingly re-
ferred to as a " Toledian night." 
Before visiting San Juan de los Reyes, second 
only to the cathedral in magnificence, return to 
the Zocodover, which is the centre of life in Toledo, 
little changed since the days when Lazarillo de 
Tormes acted as town crier, or Cervantes paced to 
and fro on the pavement; and descending the steps 
beneath a Moorish arch, enter the building on the 
left. This is the Hospital of Santa Cruz, founded 
by Cardinal Mendoza, one of the city's most faithful 
sons, which for many years did excellent work in 
sheltering the foundlings of Toledo. I n his will, 
Mendoza left 75,000 ducats to Queen Isabella and 
to his kinsman the Duke of Infantado for the 
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purpose, and the site was chosen by tlie Queen 
herself, for the sake of the glorious view overlooking 
the hills. The building was begun in 1504, and even 
in Toledo, the doorway is unsurpassed. I t is the 
work of Enrique de Egas, who carved the Puerta 
de los Leones for the cathedral, and in the tympa-
num, Saint Helena is seen holding the cross, while 
Cardinal Mendoza kneels before her and Saint Peter 
stands behind. The tracery of the arch is enriched 
by delicate flowers and foliage, and between the 
columns are the four Cardinal Virtues. 
Entering the hospital, the remains of what was 
once a magnificent staircase, now grievously de-
faced by vandal hands, may be seen. The prin-
cipal patio is a dream of grace and beauty with its 
slim pillars of Italian marble and delicate open 
balustrade. The arms of the Cardinal are dis-
played together with his motto, "Ave Maria, 
Gratia plena." The chapel is built in the form of 
a Maltese cross and has beautifully carved pillars, 
some of which were brought from the Visigothic 
church of Santa Leocadia. 
Near the Cambrón Gate, which stands on the site 
of a Moorish gateway destroyed in 1576, Eerdinand 
and Isabella built the Franciscan Convent of San 
Juan de los Reyes, to commemorate the victory 
of Toro, which gave them the crown of Castile. 
All that remains is the church and the cloisters, for 
the convent buildings were destroyed during the 
French occupation. Splendidly situated upon the 
edge of the cliíf, overlooking the Tagus and the 
bridge of San Martin, the church is worthy of its 
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royal founders. I t was Queen Isabella with her 
unerring eye for natural advantages, who cliose 
the site and completed tlie building during Ferdi-
nand's long absence as a surprise for him on bis 
return. No expense was spared in the lavisb decora-
tion, as i t was intended to be the burial-place of the 
royal founders, until the conquest of Granada led 
them to abandon the idea. 
To English eyes the architecture is too flamboyant 
and unrestrained. Ornamentation runs riot until 
the eye is wearied by a meaningless maze of detall. 
There are no variations of light and shade, no 
dark shadows to give the charm of contrast. The 
church is at present undergoing repair and the 
interior is blocked with scafíolding, so that i t is 
not possible to do justice to the interior as a whole. 
I t consists of a great nave divided into four vaults, 
covered with lace-like stonework, and there are 
se ven chapéis of no particular interest. No two 
arches are alike, and in the capitals are to be found 
birds and animáis in great profusión. But the 
damage wrought by the French, when Napoleón's 
troops stabled their horses in the church, can hardly 
be over-esbimated. The chapel is a mere shadow of 
its former beauty. AU the oíd glass was destroyed 
and the crude white light, which pours through the 
windows, reveáis the broken stonework with pitiless 
severity. The only things spared by the French 
are the lovely royal balconies or palcos, overlooking 
the High Altar, where Ferdinand and Isabella sat 
to hear Mass. The device of the Catholic kings, 
the yoke and bunch of arrows, with their interlaced 
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ciphers are carved on the stone beneath, and these 
with their shields and badges are repeated again 
and again in every part of the building. A tomb 
with fine Eenaissance sculpture contains the remains 
of Don Pedro de Ayala, Bishop of the Canaries. 
The exterior of San Juan de los Beyes, with its 
arcades and crocketed pinnacles is more pleasing 
to the eye, and here is to be seen that human touch 
which distinguishes i t from all other churches in 
Toledo, in the minds of the most perfunctory of 
sightseers. For on the walls still hang the chains 
struck from the Christian captives after the capture 
of Granada, bright and free from rust after three 
hundred years' exposure in the olear, dry air of 
Toledo. 
Even in a land of beautiful cloisters, the cloisters 
of San Juan de los Reyes are remarkable for their 
charm. They are now cut ofí from the church and 
form part of the Escuela Industrial. Light and 
graceful, with delicate tracery of Moorish design, 
enclosing a delightful patio, they cannot fail to 
leave the happiest memories. Four double galleries 
are supported on twenty-four arches and every 
square inch is filled with delicate patterns of grape 
vines, thistles and acanthus rioting luxuriously, 
while here and there grotesque figures make a 
piquant contrast. On the north-west wall may be 
seen some exquisito tiles, said to have come from 
the ancient palace of Don Rodrigo, one of the few 
palaces that the Moors deemed worthy of preser-
vation. 
The home of one of Toledo's greatest sons, 
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Dominico Theotocopuli, better known as El Greco, 
must next be visitad. An Armenian by birth, he 
became a Spaniard by adoption, retiring, when 
disappointed in the bope of securing a commission 
to decórate the Escorial for Philip I I , to Toledo, 
where many of his most famous pictures were 
painted. I n a small museum, adjoining his house 
are several of his works, including general views 
of Toledo and the figures of the Apostles, painted 
with the curious ash-grey flesh tints and elongated 
bodies so characteristic of his later work. There is 
Saint Peter, with mgged care-worn face, and long 
tapering fingers, holding the keys ; Saint John the 
Evangelist, a beautiful youth with twisted hands 
clasping a chalice; and Saint Thomas, one of the 
strangest of El Greco's saints, with a crooked face 
and exaggerated fingers. There is also an An-
nunciation, with a massive winged ángel in volumin-
ous drapery and a Blessed Virgin, with a sweet 
Byzantine face. 
The house itself stands on steeply-sloping ground, 
in the Jewish quarter of the city, cióse to Santa 
Maria la Blanca. I t was doomed to destruction 
by the town authorities, but has been preserved 
for the nation by the generosity of the owner, 
the Marquis de la Vega-Inclan, who has restored it 
as an oíd Spanish house, with everything of the 
period of El Greco. Within its walls the artist 
seems a living forcé, and i t is impossible to repress 
the feeling that at any moment he may be found 
at work at his easel. The house of El Greco is 
built Spanish fashion round a small rectangular 
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patio, Sprays of ivy growing in handsome Moorish 
vases decórate the white walls, wliicli have a border 
of brilliant tiles. Eound the patio runs a picturesque 
wooden gallery, and in the corners, Moorish fashion, 
are to be found two wells. 
The patio leads to the kitchen where the artist 
took his meáis, and this is furnished with a large 
hearth and fireplace, o ver which an oíd cooking-pot 
hangs suspended. By the side is a substantial box 
for wood, and a large wooden cupboard, filled with 
platters and crockery. Round the kitchen run 
shelves filled with rare specimens of oíd Spanish 
pottery. The garden, gay with marigolds and 
eschscholtzias, set within stifí box-bordered beds, 
opens from the kitchen. 
The house has an interesting history, for i t was 
once the palace of the ill-fated Samuel Levi, treas-
urer of Pedro the Cruel, who built the Sinagoga del 
Transito that we have already visited. Beneath 
the garden runs a network of cellars, dating from 
Moorish or even Visigothic times, in which, ac-
cording to tradition, Samuel stored his gold, and 
when he refused to yield to the King's rapacity, 
he was tortured and subsequently murdered by the 
ruthless Pedro. 
Returning to the house, the chapel with a curious 
fifteenth-century mosaic can be seen. Nothing 
more of especial interest remains on the ground 
floor, but ascending the stairs and passing along 
the wooden gallery, an infinite number of tiny rooms 
are reached, filled with antique furniture and pictures 
of varying merit. The most noteworthy of these are 
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the melancholy Philip IV by El Greco and Philip I I I 
as an uninteresting boy. There is also Queen 
Mariana of Austria, a nun-like figure by Carreno, 
and two pictures by Murillo, one of a courtier and 
the other of the Good Shepherd. 
Glose to El Greco's house stands the church of 
Santo Tomé, which contains his masterpiece, " The 
Burial of the Count of Orgaz." This picture sets 
at rest forever all question as to El Greco's right 
to a niche in the temple of fame, doubts uncom-
fortably engendered by the exaggerated figures of 
his later years. The funeral of the Count took 
place in 1312, within the church where the picture 
still hangs, when in reward for his liberality and 
great piety i t was miraculously attended by Saint 
Stephen and Saint Augustine. Very fine is the 
artist's treatment of the subject. The armour of 
the dead Gount is a model of painting, and the faces 
of the two priests supporting the body linger long 
in the memory, the one for its expression of holiness, 
the other for its mournful sympathy. Every detall 
is carefully painted, from the embroidery on Saint 
Augustine's magniíicent vestment to the scene of 
the stoning of Saint Stephen on the robe of the 
youthful saint. The livid face of the dead man 
and the boyish beauty of Saint Stephen are alike 
expressive of the artist's powers. Behind are 
grouped the mourners, against a dark background, 
one of the most wonderful series of portraits ever 
painted; each has his own individuality while 
many of the faces are eloquent in their grief. In 
complete contrast to the scene on earth is the upper 
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part of the picture showing the Gloria, in which 
Count Orgaz appears in Heaven between Our Lord 
and the Blessed Virgin. 
I f time allows, there are still a churcb. and a hospital 
to be visited, for Toledo is an inexhaustible treasury 
of interest. Beyond the Puente of San Martin, the 
remains of a Eoman circus can be traced with a 
semi-circular enclosure of stones of varying height. 
Descending the dusty slope leading from the Puerta 
del Cambrón, an oíd basílica, now el Cristo de la 
Vega, is reached, which was once a Boman temple. 
Little more than the apse of the original church 
has survived in the present building, but its history 
extends far down the ages. The basílica was con-
verted for Christian worship in 621, and the early 
Councils of Toledo were held within its walls. Very 
striking is the contrast between the primitive 
character of this little church with its rude sim-
plicity and the flamboyant style of San Juan de 
los Reyes. The exterior is decorated with an 
arcade of round-headed arches sunk in the walls 
and over the doorway is a statue of Leocadia, the 
young and beautiful virgin, who was martyred in 
Toledo during the Dacian persecution. Her statue 
is by Berruguete and originally stood in the Puerta 
del Cambro'n. April 26, the day of her martyrdom, 
is one of the great days of Toledo, which is kept 
with much ceremony both in the Cristo de la Vega 
and in the cathedral, where her relies were taken in 
the time of Philip 11. 
The most striking feature of the interior is the 
great crucifix, with a more than life-sized figure of 
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Our Lord, from which the clmrcli takes its ñame. 
An interesting legend lias gathered round this 
figure with its bent head, one arm nailed to the 
cross, the other lialf-raised. For long ago, so the 
youthful Toledans say, a young soldier fell in love 
with a pretty counfcry girl, and plighted his troth 
before the Christ in this little church. But wars 
carne, which brought him fame and glory, and he 
rose from being a humble private to be a captain 
and ultimately a general. I n all those years, how-
ever, he spoke no word of marriage, and when the 
deserted maiden in desperation claimed his promise, 
he boldly denied that i t had ever been given. But 
the maiden with her ceaseless importunities wearied 
him, until at length he returned, with other oíficers 
of high rank, to the church, and taking his stand 
before the Crucifix, exclaimed: " I f I have ever 
made such a vow, may the Christ upon the Cross 
raise his nailed hand in witness." Whereupon to 
the amazement of all present, the Christ slowly 
raised his hand and said, " Yo soy testigo." 1 
I t is to the Cristo de la Vega that the lovers of 
Toledo still come to make their vows, and when I 
asked our youthful guide if he believed the legend 
that he had just told us, he replied in the mosfc 
earnest tones : " Yes, why should I not believe it, 
for I know that i t is true.'"' 
The Hospital of San Juan Bautista, which stands 
a hundred and ñfty yards from the Visagra gate, is 
a beautiful memorial of the piety of Archbishop 
Talavera, one of Spain's most saintly men. The 
1 " I am witness." 
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church of the hospital is reached tkrougli a fine 
patio, and contains E l Greco's St. John the Baptist, 
an unpleasing picture with a strangely elongafced 
figure of Our Lord and the Baptism in Jordán 
in the background. Mnch more attractive is the 
portrait of Cardinal Tala vera by the same artist, 
with a high-domed forehead and spiritual face. He 
is standing before a table, on which rest his biretta 
and a closed breviary. This is probably the last 
portrait that El Greco painted, and i t must rank 
amongst his best. 
I n the centre of the chape! stands the tomb of 
Archbishop Talayera, which is a masterpiece of 
Kenaissance sculpture. The Archbishop died from 
the fatigues of a journey to Valladolid to baptise 
Philip II 's heir, the ill-fated Don Carlos, and the 
tomb is the last work of Berruguete, who died in 
the hospital in 1591. The Archbishop is represented 
as an oíd man with a gentle but weary face, and looks 
as if he had just fallen asleep. Notice the exquisite 
carving of his mitre and the peaceful beauty of his 
expression. A t the corners of the tomb, the four 
cardinal virtues are mounting guard. 
Time will not permit of any longer lingering in 
the city, but the traveller must return again and 
again, if Toledo is to yield to him her manifold 
treasures. I t is a city of infinite contrasts and of 
unending delights, and paradoxical as i t may seem, 
Toledo, the ever oíd, has always something new to 
ofíer to her votarles. 
CHAPTEK X I I I 
AEANJÜBZ 
AUTUMN is the time to visit Aranjuez when the fcrees in bhe long aveimes are clothed in 
golden splendour and the sun, sliining undimmed 
from a cloudless sky, recaptures for a moment the 
radiance of its departed glories. In spring the grass 
may be greener and the flowers gayer, but autrnnn 
harmonises better with the atmospliere of bygone 
greafcness. For upon Aranjuez now broods tke 
peace of long years of neglect, and yet, like nature 
in its decline, i t has a charm and beauty peculiarly 
its own. 
Within the palace, as witbout in tbe gardens, is 
the same air of long disuse and in the seemingly 
endless procession of rooms, twiliglit prevails, until 
the guide throws back the sbutters and the sunHght 
streams into the dust-laden air. Nowhere bave we 
the personal associations in tbis palace as in Philip 
II 's rooms in the Escorial. There we seemed for a 
moment to be spectators of his daily life, but here 
in Aranjuez, although many sovereigns ha ve tra-
versed its rooms and many volees ha ve re-echoed in 
the grounds, they have been rather pleasure lovers 
seeking the distractions of the hour, whose stay 
was a mere incident in their crowded Uves. 
(172) 
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The palace is well situated amidst avenues of 
elms and sycamores at the junction of tlie Tagus 
and Jarama, which. meet almost beneatli the palace 
walls. The present building, built of brick and 
stone and crowned by a steep slate roof in the style 
of a French cháteau, was the work of the first 
Bourbon King Philip V, but the associations of 
Aranjuez with the Court of Castile date from two 
centuries earlier. Once the residence of Figueroa, 
Master of Santiago, i t became a Crown property 
when the Mastership of the Order was merged in 
the Grown and was used as a summer palace by 
Ferdinand and Isabella. Philip I I transformed i t 
out of all recognition by means of his architects, 
Herrara and Toledo, and then deserted it for the 
gloomy splendour of the Escorial. A fire in 1655 
reduced the palace to a ruinous condition, in which 
i t remained until i t was reconstructed by Philip V 
in French style. After another fire in 1748 Philip's 
son, Ferdinand V I , rebuilt the principal fa9ade and 
adorned i t with statues amongst which Philip I I 
and Philip V may be recognised with the yonthful 
Ferdinand between them and the inscription runs : 
" Philippns I I institnit, Philippus V provexit, 
Ferdinandus V I pius felix consummavit, 1752." 
The famous staircase with its broad flight of 
steps, facing the main entrance, is worthy of a 
palace of such dimensions, and from the íirst 
landing busts of Philip V and his grandfather, 
Louis X I V , seem to look down haughtily upon all 
intmders on their solitude. The staircase leads to 
an endless succession of rooms with órnate ceilings, 
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and rich hangings, but in their dusty forlornness 
they present little of interest. Hundreds of docks, 
dear to the hearts of the Bourbon Kings of Spain, 
and endless rock crystal chandeliers add fco the 
impression that this is ratker a storehouse tkan the 
home of Spanish royalty. 
Two rooms alone make any impression in the 
vast labyrinth; one is the King's smoking-room 
built by Isabella I I , which is an exact copy of the 
room of Las Dos Hermanas in the Alhambra, and 
the other is the Gabinete of Charles I I I , the walls 
of which are covered with plaques of Buen Retiro 
porcelain representing groups of Japanese figures. 
Mirrors made at La Granja skilfully add to the eífect 
by reflecting the riot of colour, while their frames 
composed of fruit and ñowers harmonise well with 
the walls. The whole room gives an impression of 
unreality, an Alice in Wonderland feeling, as if the 
spectator were an insignificant unit in a highly 
decorativo dinner píate. 
The pie tures, which crowd the walls, are not of 
any great merit, although the guide lingers fondly 
over a gigantic series by Jordán of the Prodigal Son, 
bufc far befcter than these works on canvas are the 
pictures to be seen from the windows of the Tagus 
and the gardens of the Isla. These are entrancing 
in the golden sunshine, with the brilliant autumn 
tints and the sof fcly murmuring waters of the Tagus. 
Overlooking the weir is a scene of indescribable 
beauty, and everywhere the luxuriant verdure in 
treeless Castile afíords all the charm of contrast. 
I t is hardly possible to tear oneself away from these 
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glimpses of nature at her briglitest and best to 
examine tlie dusty desolation of bygone splendour. 
Yet the palace was not always thus deserted, and 
once at least, on March 19, 1808, i t was the centre 
of a stirring scene of bistory. For tben Charles IV 
carne for the last time as King to Aranjuez, and, 
to save tbe life of bis wortbless favourite, Godoy, 
bowed beneatb tbe storm of national rage and signed 
a deed of abdication in favour of bis equally wortb-
less son, Ferdinand V I I . Goya's pictures in tbe 
Prado bave presented Cbarles and bis family to 
posterity witb sucb fidelity tbat tbe unfortunate 
monarcb seems more like a living person tban a 
mere bistorical fact. Indeed, Cbarles' very appear-
ance goes far to explain bis misfortunes, for bis 
stupid, red, good-bumoured face, togetber witb tbe 
greedy eyes and forceful acerbity of bis Consort's 
expression make bis troubles not altogetber sur-
prising. I n cbaracter, Cbarles IV was not at all 
unlike our own George I I I , and good intentions 
coupled witb stupidity bave ever proved tbe un-
doing of monarcbs. 
For Cbarles, relying blindly on bis favourite, 
Godoy, allowed Spain to be rusbed into disastrous 
wars wbicb ended in a still more disastrous peace, 
wbicb gave Napoleón a firm footing in tbe country 
and saw Frencb troops establisbed in Madrid. 
Wben Napoleón demanded a fresb treaty, wbicb 
would virtually bave robbed Spain of her indepen-
dence, tbe royal family fled to Aranjuez, and wben 
tbe rumour spread tbat tbey were meditating a 
fresb flight to Seville and from tbence, if necessary 
176 THE LURE OF CASTILE 
to America, the fury of the people broke all bounds. 
Popular hatred concentrated on Godoy, who was 
believed to have sold Spain to Napoleón, and a 
revolutionary mob from Madrid invaded Aran juez 
howling for bis blood. Charles was lying i l l in 
bis palace wben the mob arrived and could do 
nothing to restore order. Godoy's palace was 
sacked and the unhappy minister sought refuge 
beneath a roll of mafcting in a lumber room. Here 
he remained for thirty-six hours, enduring agonies 
of thirst, and finally gave himself up to the enemy, 
whereupon the mob broke into the royal palace 
and Charles, to save the Ufe of his favourite, signed 
a deed of abdication in favour of his son. 
The most famous of the gardens is the Jardin 
de la Isla, quaint and formal in design with statues 
like those in the Villa Borghese in Rome. The 
elms introduced by Philip I I flourish magnificently 
in the damp heat, and in their branches the nightin-
gales sing gaily during the spring months. Aran-
juez has also its fountains, which if less ingenious 
than those of La Granja are not without their 
attraction. There is Venus squeezing water from 
her flowing locks, chubby Bacchus seated on a 
cask, drinking from a cup, Neptune driving his 
marine chariot, and a bronze group of Júpiter 
hurling his thunderbolts, and Ceres with charming 
children fondling lions. The Tagus winding through 
the gardens of Aranjuez gives the place an indi-
vidual charm. 
On the opposite bank of the river stands the 
royal boathouse, which well repays a visit, if only 
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for tlie glimpse i t gives into the tastes of bygone 
royalty. Mucli clapping of hands and throaty 
ejaculations in Spanish will at length summon the 
tardy boatman wlio ferries visitors across. In the 
boathouse, the first object wMcli strikes the eye is 
the immense barge manned by twelve rowers in 
wbich Charles I V took bis stately progresses upon 
the Tagus. The uniforms of tbe boatmen, wbite 
duck with navy-blue facings, may be seen in a glass 
case and are not unlike the dress worn by British 
sailors of the period. There are also the state 
galley of Isabella I I , more graceful and less ponder-
ous than that of her predecessors and the boats 
belonging to the present sovereigns, which have 
shrunk in size until they are merely of the dimen-
sions of double sculling boats. But such gentle 
pastimes as a leisurely row upon the Tagus do not 
meet the tastes of modern days, and Alfonso X I I I 
spends but three days in the year at Aranjuez, 
when he comes for the sake of the shooting. 
The finest of all the avenues is the Galle de la 
Reina, planted in 1564 with a double row of black 
poplars, which were replaced by elms a century 
later. The avenue leads to the Casa del Labrador, 
another of those miniature palaces built by a doting 
father for the young Prince Charles IV, and as un-
like a labourer's dwelling as anything that could 
well be imagined. I t consists of two wings with a 
patio in the centre and within are a succession of low 
rooms, gay with ceilings frescoed by López Maella. 
Everywhere is an air of sumptuous richness, the 
very floors are inlaid with jasper and porcelain 
12 
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mosaics and the walls are panelled witL. landscapes 
embroidered in silk. The marble staircase has a 
massive gilt bronze balustrade which is an example 
of the f oolish prodigality to which Spanish sovereigns 
were addicted, for no less than £3000 worth of gold 
is said to have been used in the metal. There is 
nothing remarkable in the artistic merit of any of 
the pictures which fill the rooms, but a fresco by 
that second-rate artist, Zacarías Velasquez, has at 
least the merit of originality. I t covers the wall 
at the top of the back staircase and shows the 
artist's wife and children leaning over a balcony, 
and so clever is the technique that they have the 
actual appearance of living beings. 
Q 
O 

CHAPTEK X I V 
SANTANDBE 
IT is far from Aranjuez to Santander, not merely as a matter of miles but also from the 
departed glories of bliafc sleepy town to the bustle 
of a tliriving seaport. I t is no wonder that citizens 
from all parts of sun-scorched Spain flock to San-
tander in summer, for cool breezes from the Atlantic 
mitígate the hottest day, and sun and sky and sea 
combine to frame the town in a setting of rare 
beauty. Moreover, since the astute townspeople 
presented a palace to the King in 1913, built on the 
very edge of the sea, the city has enjoyed a period 
of unsurpassed prosperity, and Santander is now 
the most fashionable seaside resort in Spain. 
The town is beautifully situated on the curve of 
the wide spreading bay, and the oíd part centres 
round the Muelle or quay where busy scenes are 
witnessed, whenever a vessel is putting into port. 
But to foreign eyes the fishing quarter is the most 
picturesque part of Santander, where, at all hours 
of the day, men and women can be seen seated on 
the ground engaged in the leisurely occupation of 
mending their nets. When the fishing fleet reaches 
port, there is a very animated scene, and the catch 
is distributed amongst strapping fisher-girls, who 
(179) 
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rush barefooted to the market with the fisli in shaHow 
baskets on their keads, crying their wares as tbey go. 
Along the sea front runs a fine avenue of plañe 
trees whicb give slielter on the hottest day, and 
near the quay are extensive public gardens which, 
with tbeir fountains and luxuriant palms, have 
quite an eastern appearance. They are called after 
Pereda, Santander's greatest son, whose statue may 
be seen in their midst, a seated figure gazing 
eternally into the disfcance. Many changes has 
Santander seen since i t was immortalised by Pereda 
as the simple little fishing town in his novel, 
Sotileza, but admirers of his work may still find 
in Number 29 in the Calle Alta, a hoase which 
answers perfectly to his description of the home of 
TÍO Mechlin. 
The cathedral, which stands in the oíd part of 
the town, dates from the thirteenth century, but 
i t owes more to its fine natural situation and pic-
turesque open-air staircase than to any architec-
tural merit. The hand of the restorer has lain 
heavily upon the building, and any beauty i t may 
once have possessed has been swept away. The 
cathedral is dedicated to the martyrs Emeterio and 
Celedonio, who perished about 300 A.D., and every 
year in August, on the anniversary of their death, 
a procession is formed which bears their relies 
through the streets of the city. Very vivid is the 
impression made by this picture as it threads its 
way through the narrow tortuous streets, now deep 
in the shadows of the overhanging shops, now 
gleaming in the sunshine as the light falls on the 
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red-robed choir-boys—monaguillos, or little monkeys 
as the Spaniards cali them and mischievous as 
only clioir-boys can be—or on the gorgeous vest-
ments of tbe clergy wbo march with banners and 
liglited candles in tlieir hands, until i t strikes the 
golden reliquaries, shaped like heads, which con-
tain the relies of the martyrs, making them as i t 
were the living heart of the procession. 
I n the cathedral itself the most interesting object 
is a fine Moorish font made of marble, with an 
inscription in Arabic. I t was probably brought 
from Andalucia, and was presented to the city by 
San Fernando as a royal expression of gratitude 
for the serviceable contingent of ships ñirnished 
by the city, which rendered valuable help in the 
capture of Seville from the Moors. The crypfc 
which is known as La Capilla del Cristo del Abajo 
seems centuries older than the upper church and 
with its low vault, slightly pointed arches and shorfc 
very massive pillars, i t forms an interesting example 
of early architecture. So dark is this lower church 
that even on the brightest summer day heavy 
sbadows obscure the outline of fche arches. 
I t is not fashionable to linger long in the oíd 
town, for the modern world spends its time at 
Sardinero, nearly a mile away, which has a white 
casino and one of the most beautiful beaches in 
the world. The coast road, which conneets the oíd 
town with the new, is a dream of delight, and on 
the crest of the hill the wayfarer pauses in amaze-
ment, for at his feet stretches a broad bay of spark-
ling water, on the right, blue as the bluest sapphire 
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framed in golden sands, while, on tlie left, a foam-
flecked greenish sea hurls itself ceaselessly against 
the rugged rocks. The bay is encircled by low 
dun-coloured bilis, and beyond the safe shelter of 
their circuit the white-crested Atlantic breakers 
may be seen rolling monotonously shoreward. Just 
before Sardinero is reached, a broad road is passed 
which leads to the Royal Palace of the Magdalena, 
situated on a sea-girt promontory and surrounded 
by polo grounds and tennis courts and all that 
holiday-making royalty can desire. Here every 
year the King and Queen spend the snmmer months, 
casting aside much of the pomp and ceremony 
which surround their movements in Madrid. In 
Santander they may be seen driving through the 
narrow streets of the oíd town, shopping in the old-
fashioned shops, with their tiny píate glass windows 
and unattractively arranged wares, or watching 
football matches or other sporting fixtures held 
in the cause of charity, while the children bathe 
daily on the playa 1 and enjoy the gayest of picnics 
on the tiny islands in the bay. 
The playa of Sardinero, about five minutes' walk 
from the palace, is one of the most beautiful bathing 
places in the world. The colouring would delight 
the eye of the most captious, with the grotesquely 
shaped rocks in fche foreground, the golden sands, 
brilliant blue sea and dim grassy clifís in the dis-
tance. Here youthful Spain passes days of un-
alloyed happiness, paddling and racing on the 
1 The beach. 
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sunbaked sands. Hundreds of children come here 
every day, escorted by nurses in the brilliant 
costume of the Asturias, or by parents and grand-
parents, who seat themselves comfortably to discuss 
the latest news from Madrid, while their charges 
spend one of youth's most golden liours. Ice cream 
vendors with cylinders slung across their backs lend 
a touch of gaiety to the scene. When a juvenile 
customer is found, they remove the lid of the 
cylinder, on the inner side of which a disc and pointer 
is inserted, and the prospective purchaser eagerly 
spins the pointer, and if i t stops at a lucky number 
he thereby becomes entitled to a free ice. Thus 
early does the delight in games of chance, so in-
herent in the Spaniard, find an outlet. Never is 
the beach more crowded than between the hours 
of midday and one o'clock, for then by one of the 
inscrutable decrees of fashion, the gay world takes 
a solemn paseo up and down the same strip of damp 
sand, greeting acquaintances and casting a critica! 
eye o ver the toilettes of friends and strangers alike. 
Santander is happy in possessing little history. 
I t was here that Charles V landed in July, 1522, a 
stranger to Spanish soil, when he came to take 
possession of the Crown, and a century later from 
the same quay, our Charles I set sail after his 
fruitless wooing of the Infanta. Since those days, 
the city has been sacked by French troops under 
Marshal Soult in November, 1808, and endured all 
the miseries of war, but in more recent times i t 
has, except during the disturbances of the Carlist 
war, enjoyed unbroken peace and prosperity. 
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There are two excursions whicli every visitor to 
Santander ought to make. The first is to Limpias, 
a mountain village on the line midway between 
Bilbao and Santander, whicli has become famous 
through the miracle-working powers of its Cristo 
de la Agonia. I t was while Europe was engaged 
in the Great War that the powers of the Cristo of 
Limpias became widely known, and within a few 
brief years so great has become its fame, that im-
mense pilgrimages from all parts of the Península 
daily wend their way up the steep winding road 
from the station, and Limpias is rapidly becoming 
a second Lourdes. 
Very beautiful is this Spanish village with its 
background of hills and green meadows, with cows 
grazing by the wayside, so that, save for the absence 
of cowbells, the scene appears Swiss in its setting. 
Within the church, scenes of intense emotion are 
daily witnessed. The building itself is a simple 
village church, with none of the rich marbles and 
precious stones which distract the eye in the great 
pilgrim churches of Santiago de Compostella and 
Santa Maria del Rosario at Pompei. Here every-
thing is simple and unadorned, and within these 
walls throng from morning to night crowds of 
silent black-clad worshippers, who gaze in ecstatic 
devotion at the great figure of Christ, as He hangs 
upon the Cross at the east-end of the church. So 
skilfully lighted is this more than life-sized figure 
bhat the forcé of its presence seems to domínate 
fche church, and the worshippers, as they gaze upon 
the Cristo de la Agonia with the crown of thorns 
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upon His head and His face contorted in agony, 
aver that the figure moves, the eyes roll, the hands 
unclasp, and this they know to be an answer to 
their prayers. No wonder that a feeling of tense 
emotion, of inexpressíble suíiering is felt as soon 
as the threshold of the church is crossed. For by 
the altar rails, cióse to the great Cross, kneel a 
pitiful company of the lame, the halt, and the blind, 
drawn hither in the hope of obtaining relief from 
their sufíering, and so great is the fame of the 
Cristo of Limpias that they kneel there filled with 
inexhaustible faith. 
The other excursión, which is the most enjoyable 
of all, is to Santillana, the birthplace of Gil Blas 
of immortal memory. There is a train from 
Santander to Torrelavega, and from there a 'bus 
runs once a day to Santillana, but the better plan 
is to walk the five miles from Torrelaveg a, as the 
road winds pleasantly past íields of maize, and several 
generations of peasants can be seen at work, at the 
same time, busily tending their crops. 
The first impression of Santillana is that of a 
mediaeval town, forgotten in the progress of time, 
with deserted squares, steep cobbled streets and 
stately houses, whose windows are protected by 
iron bars and massive shutters. The most pic-
turesque spot of all lies in the heart of the town, 
for here is the village well, and at all hours of the 
day maidens may be seen coming for water, which 
fchey carry in buckets supported on square frames 
of wood, just as their anees tors must ha ve done in 
the days of the Cafcholic kings. Some of the houses 
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are very handsome with escutcheons on the front, 
and one of the humbler dwellings is pointed out as 
the home of Gil Blas, whicli is the more curious, 
as he, like Hamlet, never walked this earth. Yet 
so real is his presence, so strong his personality, 
that we feel as if we might come face to face with 
him at any moment, setting out with his mulé to 
seek his fortunes in an uncharitable world. 
A few yards from the well stands the great 
Collegiate Ghurch, built over the site of a primitive 
temple dedicated to Santa Juliana, who is not only 
the patrón of the town but has given her ñame to 
Santillana in a contracted form. Santa Juliana is 
one of the less-known saints, but there is a curious 
legend relating to her. For when she was cast 
into prison for her faith, the Devil appeared before 
her in the guise of an ángel of light, and sought to 
tempt her by bidding her sacrifice to idols. But 
Juliana detected the Prince of Evil beneath his 
disguise, and, calling upon the powers of Heaven 
for aid, bound his feet with her girdle and held him 
captive. The interior which is a fine example of 
thirteenth-century architecture, with stately piers 
and beautiful capitals, is built in the form of a 
Latin cross. Glose to the crossing may be seen 
Santa Juliana's tomb with her recumbent effigy and 
the cord hanging from her neck, with which she 
bound the demon tempter. The statue is rather 
crude work and the thickness of her neck and her 
stunted figure show the hand of an inexperienced 
craftsman. The altar frontal is of solid silver and 
is prized as one of the treasures of the church, but 
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I found the four curious oíd figures, which become 
visible when i t is pulled forward, of mucli greater 
interest. Tbese are Saint Peter and Saint Paul and 
two unidentified saints, and they are as oíd as any 
part of the churcb. Probably tbey are remains of 
an earlier reredos, or else, as a Spanisli arcliseologist 
told me, they may bave formed part of an oíd 
tomb. I f tbey did once belong to the reredos, the 
one which has replaced them is a striking contrast 
in every way, for this is a good example of Flemish 
art, painted in the fifteenth century, with the 
Crucifixión in the centre, and, at the sides, scenes 
from the imprisonment and martyrdom of Santa 
Juliana. 
But, to me, the most beautiful part of the church 
is the cloisters, which date from the twelfth cen-
tury, and, although they have a pathetic air of 
neglect, are wonderfully attractive in the brilliant 
sunshine. The capitals are fche work of a craf tsman 
of great originality, who ranged far afield and found 
a wealth of subjects. The most famous of all, 
before which Spaniards lo ve to pause, is on the south 
side and depicfcs the legend of Santa Juliana. 
There is the sainfc, with an expression of grim de-
termination on her features, leading the most 
abjecfc of devils captive, by means of the halter 
suspended from her neck. Other scenes which are 
worth noting are the vivid Last Judgment and the 
Entry into Jerusalem, while amongst the capitals 
with secular subjects, the most remarkable are 
those of a centaur discharging an arrow at an 
enormous dragón and the graphic hunting scene, 
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where the warrior is surprised in the mountains by 
a bear. 
But the greatest marvel of Santillana still re-
mains to be visited. TMs is tbe cave of Altamira 
witli its paleolitMc paintings, which were immensely 
oíd even in fche days of Santa Juliana. For these 
paintings date back to tbe beginning of the world's 
history ; to a time when Southern Europe endured 
a climate of are tic rigour, and when long extin ct 
monsters roamed the earth, Half a mile from the 
town, across meadows which in August are blue 
with gentians, lies the entrance to the cave ; an 
opening so obscure that it is not surprising that i t 
was only the chance of a dog's hunting f oray which 
revealed its secrets to the world. The guide, who 
leads the way to the cave, pauses at the entrance 
to light a powerful acetylene lamp, and then enters 
the outer section of the cave by way of a low passage, 
in which i t is impossible to stand upright. The 
outer chamber served primitive man as his living 
room, for here his hearth, piled high with the bones 
of many generations of animáis, can still be seen. 
But i t was upon the inner cave that he expended 
his artistic efíorts, which is so low that the vault 
can easily be touched with the hand. 
Here are marvellous paintings of animáis more 
than life-sized, portrayed with a vigour and fidelity 
to life which defies all criticism. On the vault is 
an enormous bison, one of the fiercest of his race, 
with a reddish hide marked with black patches, 
where his winter coat had not yet been shed. There 
is also a herd of bisons, drawn on a much smaller 
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scale, who with lowered heads are charging in pursuit 
of theix enemy, primitive man. Wild boars figure 
amongst the paintings, and tlie most curious eííect 
is given by the artist, with his very hazy ideas of 
drawing, striving to show the same animal running 
and standing. The colonrs are as perfect to-day as 
when they were painted, as no daylight ever reaches 
them, and the longer the drawings are examined 
the more remarkable i t seems that prehistoric man, 
with his lack of implements could achieve such 
results. He showed great skill in overcoming the 
diíficnlties of his task, and i t is interesting to see 
how he used the projections in the vault to aid him 
in depicting the curves in the bodies of the animáis. 
This is the most striking portion of the cave and 
contains all the paintings of major importance, but 
the guide leads the way further into the recesses of 
the cave, pausing here and there to draw attention 
to a drawing of a man or of another bison on the 
sides of the cave, until he reaches the place where 
immense stalactites are to be seen. Near here is a 
bed of clay where the feet of mammoth bears have 
left their marks; footprints so enormous that the 
largest of modern bears would seem a veritable 
pigmy beside them. How primitive man ever 
survived the onslaught of these long-vanished 
mammoths or how he came to share a cave in 
such cióse proximity to them is a puzzle which I 
have never been able to solve. 
But i t is time to return to Santillana and the 
sunlight. The air feels marvellously warm after 
the chill recesses of the cave. The shortest way 
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back to Santander is to take tlie train from Puente 
San Miguel, where the busy seaport is reached in 
three-quarters of an hour. 
The time has now come when a sorrowful adieu 
must be said to Gastile. For none who know her 
can fail to love her with her colour, her variety 
and her unchanging ways, and if this book has 
done anything to awaken interest in that land of 
beauty and haunting memories, i t will not have 
been written in vain. 
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MILLS & BOON'S CATALOGUE 
M I L L S & B O O N are constantly adding new books to 
their catalogue. The laiest will be sent to any address, post 
free, on application to 49 Rtipert Street, London, W, 
The Daily Graphic says:—"I knew 
it was a good book before I opened it, 
because I spied the ñame of Mills & 
Boon on its paperjacket, and that ñame 
is a hall mark which stands for quality." 
The Illustrated London News says :— 
" Mills & Boon have a happy knack of 
discovering the popular author." The 
Dundee Advertiser says:—"The firm 
with an alert reader." 
MILLS & BOON'S FICTION 
Louise Gerard's Romances 
The Fruit of Edén 
Crown 8vo, 7s. 6d. net. 
The scene of " The Fruit of Edén." LouiSE GERARD'S new novel, is !aid 
in that little-visited but romantic córner of Provence—The Mountains of 
the Moors. 
This enchanting country borders the Mediterranean; a spreading 
range of highland where lavender and rosemary riot in every nook and 
cranny. There are great forests, cork, pine and chestnut, where wild boars 
rove at will. Throughout the district groves of olive, orange and peach 
trees are met with ; vines grow on sunny hülsides and mimosa flowers 
like golden pools amidst the greenery. One can wander all day among 
the fragrant hills, silent forests and deep tropical valleys, rarely meeting 
a soul. 
" The Fruit of Edén " is a modern novel in this old-world setting; 
he love story of an up-to-date, Eton-cropped English heiress and a penniless 
young French marquis, brought up right away from the world, among the 
peaceful, scented mountains—a boy who has very little knowledge of Ufe 
as it is lived to-day. In pursuit of an ideal he has refused to marry money, 
a refusal that has reduced him to the level of a peasant. 
The love story of the modern English heiress and this innocent, idealistic 
youngster is one of the most tender, passionate, afíecting and life-like 
novéis of recent years. 
The Louise Gerard Novéis 
THE SHADOW OF THE PALM . . . . 3s. 6d. ne 
A WREATH OF STARS 2s. 6d. net 
THE NECKLACE OF TEARS 2s. 6d. net 
A SULTANA SLAVE 2s. 6d. net 
THE VIRGIN'S TREASURE 2s. 6d. net 
THE MYSTERY OF GOLDEN LOTUS . 2s, 6d. net and 28. net 
A SPANISH VENDETTA . . . 2s. 6d. net and 2s. net 
FLOWER-OF-THE-MOON 2s. 6d. net 
JUNOLE LOVE 2s. 6d. net 
DAYS OF PROBATION 2s. 6d. net 
LIFE'S SHADOW SHOW 2s. 6d. net 
THE WITCH-CHILD 2s. 6d. net 
THE WAVES OF CIRCUMSTANCE . . . 2s. 6d. net 
Please write for " Louise Gerard," by Herself, sent post free to any 
address. 
Sophie Cole?s Novéis 
Punch.—" Miss SOPHIE COLÉ has made a comer in the writing of London 
novéis, not of the sensational night-life-of-a-great-city type, but stories 
of the humble, and on the whole, kindly and law-abiding folk of the poorer 
suburbs. So natural are the events that her tales should appeal to ever> 
reader who does not insist on battle, murder, and divorce as essential to 
the best romance." 
Daily Express.—" SoPHlE COLE always ofters a good story. 
Aberdeen Press.—" A SoPHIE C o L E story has a distinct atmosphere of its 
own, a kindly, human atmosphere with just the necessary hint of romance." 
Paying the Piper 
Crown 8vo. 7s. 6d. net. (April.) 
A new, long, and very charming romance of London life told in SoPHIE 
COLE'S unique manner. 
A L R E A D Y I S S U E D 
Daffodil Alley 
Crown 8vo. Second Edition. 7s. 6d. net. 
Times.—" It would be melancholy if the Fiction of to-day had no place 
for pretty, gentle tales like ' Daffodil Alley.' " 
3s. 6d. net each 
MATRIMONY PLACE OTHER PEOPLE'S SECRETS 
THE TOY MAKER FATE KNOCKS AT THE DOOR 
A VARIETY ENTERTAINMENT 
A R E M A R K A B L E N O V E L 
By the Author of " East Anglian Neighbours " 
The Quince Bush 
By M A R I A N BOWER 
Crown 8vo. 7s. 6d. net. 
The Quince Bush " is written round a farmhouse built, as so many 
of them are in East Anglia, within the ruins of a monastic establishment. 
This one is inhabited, when the story opens, by a family of yeoman farmers, 
proud of race, firmly attached to the soil, persuaded that no lot is pre-
ferable to theirs, and possessed of a pedigree which half the peerage might 
envy. 
Into such a milieu are born a young man and a girl, both of them out 
of harmony with their surroundings, moved by other impulses, swayed 
by other desires, 
Their reaction to the family traditions, and to their elders, who hold 
them hrmly, make up the tale of " The Quince Bush," which keeps its 
secret until the very last chapter, and then reveáis it in a scene of poignant 
and intense emotion. 
MILLS & BOON are confident that " The Quince Bush " is certain of 
great populanty. 
Passion of Hearts 
By DRAYCOT M . D E L L 
Crown 8vo. 7s. 6d. net 
" Passion of Hearts " bids fair to be one of the novéis of 1927. It would 
be difficult to find any work of Fiction of recent years that so well delineates 
a woman's heart and a man's ideáis. Carita, MR. DELL'S heroine, is a 
character of outstanding charm and symbolises many a woman placed in 
her same position—lovelessly married. 
The story opens in Paris where Paul Corydon, an artist, is doing bis 
utmost, not only to palnt pictures that may bring him fame, but to serve 
as a kind of guardián to a waif of the Quartier. In this, alas, he is checked 
by the wiles of a soulless and wealthy man. 
Babette, the victim of a man's unfaithfulness, pays the penalty, and to 
all intents and purposes the man goes out of her life. Years pass, fame has 
greeted MR. DELL'S hero, and the little fingers of destiny have drawn 
towards him the wife of the very man who had ruined his chances of 
protecting Babette. 
How much Carita loves Paul Corydon is told in a clear, if vivid, fashion ; 
a love that grows in intensity and works towards a great climax. Here is 
a book that treats the triangle as a problem to solve in the right manner, 
rather than in the reckless ; and how well MR. DELL has achieved his 
purpose is shown at the cióse of what may be descnbed as a really fine 
novel ; when Fate takes a hand in the game and guards two who, if strong 
in their love, have had but small weakness in their characters. 
Mills & Boon's June 15 Novel 
A R E M A R K A B L E N O V E L 
The Erratic Fíame 
By YSABEL DE TERESA 
Crown 8vo. 7s. 6d. net 
A vivid and realistic romance by a new writer of remarkable promise, 
The erratic flame of genius burns fiercely in Alexis, the distinguished 
violinist. Hidden desires clamour for outlet. He plunges into a vortex 
of dissipation. His pretty wife bores him soon after his mother has tricked 
him into a marriage with her, so he runs away and takes refuge in a deserted 
mountain hut where Anne Schuyler chances upon him. She surrenders 
herself to feed the sacred fire of his genius. Her love and sacrifice rekindle 
the artist and then Anne makes a decisión that results in the daring and 
original climax of this unusual novel. 
Sinclair Gluck?s Thrillers 
Scotsman.—*' SINCLAIR GLUCK sweeps the reader at once into the heart 
of a mystery, and thereafter carries him swiftly from one sensational episode 
tO another, until a climax containing a rather remarkable surprise is reached." 
Sketch.—" MR. GLUCK'S ingenuity and literary agility are immense." 
The Deeper Scar 
Crown 8vo. 7s. 6d. net. 
Atale of thrilling adventures and hairbreadth escapes. It is undoubtedly 
SINCLAIR GLUCK'S best novel te date. 
Thieves5 Honour 
Second Edition. Crown 8vo. 2s. 6d. net. 
Morning Post.—" A tale of many thrilling adventures and hairbreadth 
escapes. MR. SINCLAIR GLUCK, the author, is to be congratulated on a 
atory full of action, in which the interest is sustained to the very end." 
The White Streak 
Second Edition. Crown 8vo. 2s. 6d, net. 
Referee.—" A rattling good amateur-detective yarn, in which we begin 
by knowing who the villain is, and are intrigued by the eíforts of the hero to 
track him down. It contains every sort oí adventure possible in the under-
world of New York." 
The Golden Panther 
Third Edition. Crown Bvo. 2s. 6d. net. 
Daily Mail.—" Por wild excitement and successive thrills it would be 
hard to beat. The reader will find it difficult to put the book down till the 
•nd has been reached. This is one of those tales of incident of which the 
reader would like more." 
The Green Blot 
Second Edition. Crown 8vo. 2s. 6d. net. 
Times.—" An unusually good story." 
Sheffield Daily Telegraph.—" There isn't a dull page in the book." 
Morning Post.—" We can recommend it for a busy man's recreation." 
The Dragón in Harness 
, Crown 8vo. 3s. 6d. net. 
Birmngham Post.—" MR. GLUCK'S plot is well constructed; he excels 
rumself in devising hairbreadth escapes." 
The Four Winds 
TL n ..n^ Crown 8vo. 7s. 6d. net. 
i he (c¿ueen.— MR. GLUCK can write, and he also gives himself the 
tarouble to make h1s characters real people. Indeed MR. GLUCK'S powers 
m this direction besides his exuberant and fertile imagination, make one 
think that one day he will forsake ' crook ' drama for higher things and 
with no less success." 
Grey Brother and Others 
By DOROTHEA CONYERS 
Crown 8vo. 7s, 6d. net. (March.) 
All the stories in this delightful volume are of exceptional quality. They 
are full of humour and high spirits, and of the spice of life. Here and there 
are also thrills, which malee this charming book one of the most interesting 
of the season. 
By the same author 
SANDY AND OTHERS 3s. 6d. net 
Flies 
By The BARONESS VON H U T T E N 
Crown 8vo. 7s. 6d. net. (February.) 
A volume of sparkling stories chosen from the author's most successfu! 
work of recent years. They will be read with the greatest interest, for 
there is no finer present-day Novelist than this very successful author. 
By the same author 
CANDY AND OTHER STORIES . . . . 3S. 6d. net 
A P E R F E C T L Y D E L I G H T F U L N O V E L 
The Inevitable End 
By DENISE ROBINS 
Author of " The Marriage Bond," " Sealed Lips." 
Crown 8vo. 7s. 6d. net. 
A charming and delightful love story, with one of the most winsorae 
Keroines of recent years. This witty and lighthearted novel is bound ta 
become exceedingly popular. 
Ben Ames Williams? Novéis 
Punch.—" He can write enthrallingly." 
The Silver Forest 
Crown 8vo. 7s. 6d. net. (March.) 
A superb mystery story with the setting in a hunting lodge in the silvery 
Maine woods. Snowed in for several days and compelled to amuse them-
selves, a party of seven New Yorkers gradually began to get on each other's:-
nerves. Personal quarrels developed, the tensión increased and finally 
nerves snapped under the strain. Then, in the middle of the night, a 
murder was committed. Wardle, a self-invited, tactless, disagreeable 
guest whom everyone disliked, was found dead, shot by a rifle with a 
silencer. Who among the remaining six persons did kill him and how the 
murderer was discovered, are revealed in the dramatic conclusión to this 
ingenious and baffling tale. 
BLACK PAWL 3s. 6d. net 
THE GREAT ACCIDENT . . . . 
EVERED 
SANGSUE 
THE RATIONAL HIND . . . . 
2s. 6d. ne¡ 
2s. 6d. net 
2s. 6d. ne; 
2s. 6d. net 
Fanny Heaslip Lea s Novéis 
Dundee Evening Telegraph.—" Fanny Heaslip Lea Is a writer of no mean 
ability.and the charming manner in which the book is writtenis enriched by 
touches of humour &nd gentle satire." 
The Dream Maker Man 
Crown 8vo. 7s. 6d. net. 
A tale of the imperial Marchesa of discreet grey curls and indiscrect 
rouge, who plays fairy godmother to her young secretary. 
Aberdeen Press.—" A delightful story, clean and wholesome." 
Catholic News.—" A clean, pleasant, well-written book." 
Modern Weekly.—" Light and amusing." 
With This Ring 
Crown 8vo. 2s. 6d. net. 
T.P.'s Weekly—" Surprising and delightful." 
With or Without 
AND 
Night of Dreams 
Crown 8vo. 3s, 6d. net. 
Suppose—of course such things don't really happen—just suppose you had 
left a fairly good job to marry a certain young man of promise, and the 
íírst rosy dreams were commencing to fade into the light of common day, 
and leve take on just a bit of that " morning after " feeling. No longer quite 
the same oíd thrill about keeping house—and doing without things you 
wanted—or putting up with your husband's not especially attractive 
mannerisms or acts of devotion. Suppose the chance carne to you of 
absolute freedom—rightful, honourable independence. Would you daré 
take it ? Or would you still look for better days to come and preserve 
the status quo ? 
Read the story of Sally Devlin, and find out all about it. " With or 
Without " is full of real wit and laughter, love and high spirits. It is a 
gem of a tale. 
L. G. Moberlv's Novéis 
Honor Bright 
Crown 8vo. 7s. 6d. net. 
Miss L. G. MOBERLY'S new novel is told with humour and is full of 
human interest, a charming and very readable romance. 
krxnt „ A L R E A D Y I S S U E D 
IN APPLE BLOSSOM TIME 3s. 6d. net 
EVE MISTAKEN 3s 6d net 
WHEELS WITHIN WHEELS 3s. 6d. net 
A LEAP IN THE DARK 3s. 6d. net 
FOR ANOTHER'S SAKE 3s 6d. net 
WHOWASSHE? . . . 3s 6d net 
CAPTA IN OF HER SOUL 6d üet 
SCAPEGOATS OF CIRCUMSTANCE . '. 7s. 6d. net 
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" B R I L L I A N T , B R E A T H L E S S " 
A remarkable First Novel 
Josselin Takes A Hand 
By ANDREW CASSELS BROWN 
Crown 8vo. 7s. 6d. net. 
M l L L S & BoON confidently recommend " Josselin Takes a Hand " as 
one of the finest first novéis they have published. They feel certain that 
its popularity will be world-wide, and that aven the most jaded novel 
reader will find it irresistible in its appeal and peculiar fascination. Here 
is a recruit to the band of Novelists who will surely be welcomed with 
open hands and hearts by lovers of that very elusive thing, i.e. a brilliant 
and breathless novel of remarkable vigour and unfailing vivacity. 
Max Joseph Pemberton s Novéis 
Kidnapper of Women 
Crown 8vo. 7s. 6d. net. (Aprií.) 
A really fine adventure story, very long, very exciting, and worked out 
with exceptional skill. The reader is carried along at a tremendous pace, 
and can find no place at which the story can be interrupted except with 
regret, MILLS & BOON strongly recommend Fiction readers not to miss 
this enthralling novel. 
The Bottles of Scented 
Sweets 
Crown 8vo. 7s. 6d. net. 
Sunday Times.—" Thrilling." 
John o' Londons Weekly-—" The mystery is well austained as thrill 
succeeds thrill." 
T.P.'s Weekly-—" An exciting yarn." 
Librarían.—" The dénouement is a good one." 
A L R E A D Y I S S U E D 
THE MYSTERY OF A MILLIONAIRE . . . 3s. 6d. net 
AN ADVENTURER FROM THE WEST . . 2s. 6d. net 
UNDER THE RED FLAG 3s. 6d. net 
Alice M. Willíamson's ¡ ^ ^ ] Novéis 
Sheikh Bill 
Crown 8vo. 7s. ód. net. 
A perfectly delightful love story, sparkling with fun, wit and humour. 
Sanda—charming and beautiful—sighed for a Sheikh—an Agha or some-
thing—with desert music, passionate outpourings and a most wonderful 
romance. Lord Bill being just a Lord—with no chance of a Dukedom— 
didn't appeal to Sanda—at least she fancied he didn't, until some most 
mysterious things happened to both of them in the land of Sheikhs and 
vast open spaces. 
Publicity for Anne 
Crown 8vo. 7s. 6d. net. 
Times.—" Her story follows the fortunes of a girj who won a beauty prize 
and was carried oíí to be a film star but eventually married a baronet." 
Sunday Times.—" A story of exceptional interest." " Ful! of good 
tituations." 
Told at Monte Cario 
Crown 8vo. 78. 6d. neí> 
Punch.—" The whoie collection is emphatically to be commended." 
Adelaide Advertiser.—" Likely to be very popular." 
Modern.—" All different and all interesting." 
Ellis Middleton's Novéis 
The Chivalry of Mr. Channing 
Crown 8vo. 7«. 6d. net. 
Blackpool Gazeite.— 'Afine yarn, and will be every whit as luccessfui 
ss MR. MIDDLETON'S previous stories." 
A dramatic versión of this novel, in threc acts, has been writlen. 
Chance—and the Woman 
Crown 8vo. 3». 6d. ner 
A fine romantic novel by an author whose first novel has been likened to 
JEFFREY FARNOL and STANLEY WEYMAN. 
Burnley Express.—" Capital romance, delightfully told." 
The Road of Destiny 
Crown 8vo Second Edilion. 3s. 6d. net. 
¿unday l imes — Very clever and interesting." 
Times.— Capital." 
Guardian.—" Particulaily good." 
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Mary Wiltshire's Romances 
The Lesser Breed 
Crown 8vo. 7s. 6d. net. 
East Anglian Times.—" The title is based on Kipling's allusion to *the 
lesser breeds without the law,' and it will be found that the author has 
constructed an admirable yarn upon a notable theme. There are some 
delightful characters in the book and the plot works out well." 
Irish Times.—" There is something of Mrs. Gaskell's quiet forcé in her 
pictures of homely folk and scenes." 
Patricia Ellen 
Crown 8vo. 3s. 6d. net. 
Spectator.—" There is very little doubt that MARY WILTSHIRE'S novele 
will become popular with a large secíion of the public." 
Boohman.—" In a word, it is an astonishing nrst nove!, and I foretel! a 
great future for its author." 
Punch.—" I want to put it on record that I think a iot of Miss WiLTSHlRt 
aiready and expect to think more." 
Record.—"The story is one of mother-love daring all things and 
triumphing over obstacles for the child's sake." 
Thursday's Child 
Crown 8vo. 3s. 6d. net. 
Record.—" ' Thursday's Child ' is more elabórate in structure [than 
Patricia Ellen], with a larger number of characters, but it breathes the 
same spirit of gentle wisdom and sanctified common sense." 
G. K.'s Weekly.—" Miss WILTSHIRE knows her job. ' Thursday's 
Child ' is a good piece of workmanship." 
Referee.—" Very fine stuff indeed." 
Daily Chronicle.—" Full of vigour and the stuff of üfe." 
Dolí Wyllarde's Novéis 
Take Your Choice 
Crown 8vo. Second Edition. 7s. 6d. net. 
Scotsman.—" The choice offered the reader of this interesting collection 
of stories is extremely varied. All are written with ability, some with 
marked power " 
Times.—" The stories are cleverly constructed. 
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B Y T H E A U T H O R O F " G R E E N S E A I S L A N D 
The ciirl in Black 
By VICTOR BRIDGES 
Crown 8vo. Second Edition. 7s. 6d. net. 
Spectator.—" Breezy and humorous." 
Referee.—" Full of movement and romance." 
Daily Netos.—" Mr. Bridges has a way with him." 
East Anglian Daily Times.—" Those in search of exciting incident 
should not miss this work. which is full of it." 
Birmingham Post.—" The author's vigour, good points and sense of 
humour carry him through. 
If you haven't read the novéis of 
VICTOR BRIDGES 
you are missmg the treat of a life-time. 
The Times.—" MR. BRIDGES goes far. He has made us shake our sides 
with his fun, and hold our breath from sheer suspense." 
Daily Graphic.—" I should like to see MR. VÍCTOR BRIDGES instaüed 
es Professor of Mystery Stories and Censar of Detective Fiction for the 
whole world. He has now written ' six thrillers,' every one of which is 
not only a joy in itself, when you first come to it, but is equally a joy in the 
re-reading." 
John o' Londons Week(y.~" The kingdom of the well-told mystery 
story belongs to VÍCTOR BRIDGES." 
Víctor Bridges' Novéis 
THE MAN FROM NOWHERE . 
GREENSEA ISLAND . 
THE RED LODGE . 
THE CRU1SE OF THE SCANDAL 
THE LADY FROM LONG ACRE 
MR. LYNDON AT LIBERTY 
2s. 6d. net 
2s. 6d. net 
3s. 6d. net and 2s. 6d. net 
2s. 6d. net and 2s. net 
3s. 6d. net and 2s. 6d. net 
3s. 6d. net and 2s. 6d. net 
A Gentleman with a Duster's Romances 
The Other Door 
Crown 8vo. Third Edition. 7s. 6d. net. 
Punch.—" A book to which six writers out of seven would have been glad 
to put their ñames. The best character in the book is Lord Roger Nugent, 
a very happy combination of sportsman and humbug, whom the author 
has been able to observe with complete detachment. ' The Other Door 
is a stimulating and thought-provoking book and good enough, even as 
a story, to go on everyone's library list. May the gentleman continué ! 
Guardian.—" Most interesting and admirable. It is thoughtful and 
scholarly, unusual and original in form, and marked by a rare literary 
grace. Really impressive." 
Truth.—" Exceptionally well conceived. You are so interested in the 
people that you don't much mind about anything else." 
The Great World 
Crown 8vo. Fifth Edition, 7s. 6d. net. 
Truth.—" A notable achievement." 
Daily Telegraph.—" Told with exceptional grace." 
Church Times.—" A deiight from beginning to end." 
Daily Mail.—" A very good novel." 
Sketch.—" Breathes a fine spirit throughout." 
Daily Chronicle.—" Packed with thought and insight." 
A R E A L H U N T I N G N O V E L 
The Knight of Cheerful Countenance 
By M . J. FARRALL 
Crown 8vo. 7s. 6d. net. 
Field.—" This Irish hunting story, by M J. FARRALL, affords a great deal 
oí pleasure. Not only does it describe some fine runs with real knowledge, 
but the authoress' insight into the irish character is able and sympathetic. 
Add to this a story about some young men and maidens who are really 
human beings, and the account of a thrilling point-to-point 'chase, and 
it will be realised that here is a book which must not be missed by any 
lover of horse and hound." 
" P E R F E C T L Y D E L I G H T F U L " 
Ann In AU Weathers 
By A. F. WALLIS 
Crown 8vo. 78. 6d. net. 
Sketch.—" A happy book. Good luck to * Ann in All Weathers,* and 
may the readers it deserves discover and enjoy it." 
I I 
Elizabeth Carfrae's Novéis 
FÜLL O F T H R I L L S AND V I V A C I T Y 
The DeviFs Jest 
Crown 8vo. 7a. 6d. net. 
Scotsman.—" Excellent. Full of action and resource.^  MRS. CARFRAE 
writes raclly, and the story has many moving moments." 
Barbed Wire 
Crown 8vo. Second Edition. 28. 6d. net. 
Western Mail.—" There is a note of distinction in this story, whick 
will be read by al! with thrills of interest. Vivid and arresting." 
Times.—" Full of sensational incidents, the tale is lively and amusing." 
Through Troubled Waters 
Crown 8vo. Second Edition. 2s. 6d. net. 
Birmingham Post.—" Readers will certainly enjoy this book." 
Havana Post.—" A real treat. The interest aroused at the beginning 
is kept up throughout the story by the original and unexpected situationa 
which arise to surprise the reader." 
A M A G N I F I C E N T IND1AN N O V E L 
At Government House 
Being some incidents in the career of Captain and 
Brevet-Major the Hon. Rollo Dcnnistoun, V.C., M.C, 
during his office as Military Secrctary to His Excellency 
the Governor of Mahdipur. 
By ARDERN BEAMAN. D.S.O. 
Crown Svo. 7«, 6d. net. 
rimes.—" An exhilarating collection of stories." 
Punch.—" Rollie is a hero good to meet." 
r.P. s Weekly.—" Readers in search of thrills are recommended to malte 
acquamtance with this book; Mr. Beaman will not disappoint them." 
Gloucester Citizen.—" Although the author gives no indication of it 
he spent many years in the military and administrative service of India," 
Morning Post —" Mr. Beaman has some really good stories to tell and he 
tells them in a racy and entertaining manner." 
A^a/a/>ldDer¿íSer.—" Brimful of action. A very fine book and should be immenseiy popular." 
Chart Pitt^s Novéis 
The Wage of the Wolf 
Crown 8vo. 7s. 6d. net. 
A rígorous story by a writer of the Jack London school of novelists. 
The Code of the Storm Coast 
Crown 8vo. 2s. 6d. net. 
Times.—" Fiction ot the Jack London school." 
Daily News.—" MR. PlTT knows how to tel! a strong, straightforward 
gtary of hardship, intrigue and combat, the heroism of the pioneer. He 
makes the fur fly." 
The Law of tne Lean Lands 
Crown 8vo. 2s. ód. net 
Irish Staiesman.—" A rattling good story oí fur-trading in the icy north, 
told with romantic vigour and sentiment." 
The Dominion (N.Z.)—" A highly sensational, vigorously toid yarn of 
Ufe in far Northern Canadá." 
Rusty Gold 
Crown Bvo. 7s. 6d. net. 
Aberdzen Press.—" The character of Tornmy Ryan is drawn with deft 
tenderness, and the picture of Janet Cameron is one to be dwelt on with 
unalloyed pleasure. A virile strength pervades every chapter of the story." 
Englishman (Calcutta).—" Not a dull page." 
A. A. Thomson^s Novéis 
Meet Mr. Huckabee 
Crown Bvo. 7e. 6d. net. 
Bystander.—" A riot of fun." 
Passing Show.—" Get this joyous volume without delay." 
Catholic News.—" If you want to smile ' Meet Mr. Huckabee.' 
Bumbledinky 2«. 6d. net. 
Aberdeen Press ó" Journal.—" A volume of wildly hilarious humour 
írom beginning to end. The writer has a mischievous gift for the burlesque, 
and the characters he introduces in bis piquant little stories are the weirdest 
and most nonsensical creations we have met for a long time. . J . Farcicaíly 
(unny. . . . Should prove an excellent tonic." 
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B Y T H E A U T H O R O F " C H A L L E N G E " 
JOAN SUTHERLAND'S 
SUPERE ROMANCES 
M l L L S & BOON are publishing large-size issues of this remarkable author's 
novéis on best quality paper, well printed, and most suitable for library 
shelves. There is no need for Mills & Boon to point out the quality and 
fine writing abilities of JOAN SUTHERLAND'S work. For years this writer has 
been one of our foremost novelists, and there can be no question whatever 
that her latest romances have added tens oí thousands of readers to het 
already vast public 
The firsi volumes are 
BEYOND THE SHADOW 2s. 6d. net and 2s. net 
THE EDGE OF EMPIRE 2s. 6d. net and 2s. net 
COPHETUA'S SON (Fettered) 
2s. 6d, net and 2s. net 
THE HIDDEN ROAD . . . . 2S. 6d. net 
THE DAWN . . . . . . 2s. 6d, net 
IN THE NIGHT . . . . 2s. 6d. net and 2s. net 
BEAUTY FOR ASHES . . . 2s. 6d. net 
THE LOCUST . . . . . • 2s. 6d. net 
Moining Posi.—" A story of great adventure, well and originally told." 
Scotsman.— ' Grips the readers attention. Produces quite a thrill." 
Dundee Courier.—" Splendid ; a most enjoyable novel." 
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MILLS & BOON'S 
New Half-Crown Library 
Large Size 
Bound in Cloth Boards 
Best Quality Paper 
Picture Wrapper in Colours 
This remarkable new series contains some of the most widely-read 
novéis of recent years. Several of the books are now published here for 
the first time in cheap form. In this way the only popular editions of 
many novéis of world-wide popularity will be included in Mills & Boon's 
NEW HALF-CROWN LIBRARY. In the earlier pages of this 
catalogue will be found the novéis by the following authors that have 
already been included in the library : 
V í c t o r B r i d g e s see page 10 
E l i z a b e t h Gar f rae „ 12 
L o u i s e G e r a r d „ 1 
S i n c l a i r G l u c k „ 4 
F a n n y H e a s l i p Lea „ 6 
M a x Jo seph 
P e m b e r t o n 
C h a r t P i t t 
J o a n S u t h e r l a n d 
A . A . T h o m s o n 
see page 7 
„ 13 
„ 14 
„ 13 
B e n A m e s W i l l i a m s see p a g e 5 
In addition the following novéis are now ready : 
W H E N I W A S A Q U E E N I N B A B Y L O N R . ALLATINI 
L O N D O N L O V E ARTHUR APPLIN 
S E G R E T S ROGER BATCHELDER 
A L O N D O N G I R L HAROLD BEGBIE 
B I N D O N P A R V A GEORGE A . BIRMINGHAM 
T H E F U G I T I V E M I L L I O N A I R E 
A N O T H E R R E A P E T H 
B R Y O F H A G F E L L 
T H E V A L L E Y O F T H E M O O N 
D U T G H G O U R A G E 
T H E L O V E G H I T 
W I L S A M 
T A K E J O Y H O M E 
T H E G A M E O F T H E T A N G L E D W E B 
T H E G E N T L E B I G A M I S T 
T R E A S U R E U P O N E A R T H 
W H I T E H E A T 
T R A I N E R A N D T E M P T R E S S 
H . S. {" ATTY 
T H E S W A S H B U C K L E R 
A W O M A N W I T H A F U T U R E 
T H E M A N I N T H E B O X 
T H E W I S E M A N O F W E L B Y 
A L L S O R T S 
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ANTHONY CARLYLE 
ANTHONY CARLYLE 
RICHARD CHATER 
JACK LONDON 
JACK LONDON 
MAUD MALLET 
S. C . NETHERSOLE 
S. C . NETHERSOLE 
S. C . NETHERSOLE 
HORACE NEWTE 
HORACE NEWTE 
" PAN " 
PERSSE & A. J . RUSSELL 
MRS. B A I L L I E REYNOLDS 
MRS. ALFRED SIDGWICK 
N l G E L WORTH 
NIGEL WORTH 
I . A . R . W Y L I E 
A F U R T H E R L I S T O F 
Three and Sixpenny Novéis 
Same SLze as 7s. 6d. Novéis Best Quality Paper 
Bound in Cloth Boards Picture Wrappers in Colours 
M I L L S & B O O N are now re-issuing a number of their most popular nové i s i n l ib ra ry style w i t h picture wrappers i n colours. This series, published a t a price w i t h i n the means 
of everyone, contains some of the finest fiction of recent years. 
Severa! of these w i l l be found in the earlier pages of this l is t . A 
complete l is t w i l l be sent on application. 
T A L E S O F T H E I V O R Y T R A D E 
T H E T A V E R N A N D T H E A R R O W S 
T H E L A W O F N E M E S I S 
G R A I N S O F D U S T 
T H E G A T E S O F H O P E (Ent i re ly New) 
W H I T E M A G I G 
T H E A L L E Y G A T 
P I E R R O T O F T H E W O R L D 
R O S E - C O L O U R E D S P E C T A C L E S 
A B I T A T A T I M E 
T H E W H I T E H E N 
T . ALEX. BARNS 
ANTHONY CARLYLE 
ANTHONY CARLYLE 
ANTHONY CARLYLE 
ANTHONY CARLYLE 
ANTHONY CARLYLE 
ANTHONY CARLYLE 
STELLA CALLAGHAN 
DION CLAYTON CALTHROP 
DION CLAYTON CALTHROP 
PHYLLIS CAMPBELL 
T H E L A N T E R N O N T H E P L O U G H G . AGNEW CHAMBERLAIN 
L I P M A L V Y ' S W I F E G . AGNEW CHAMBERLAIN 
U P O N B E T T E R A C Q U A I N T A N G E JESSIE CHAMPION 
T H E I N G E N D I A R I E S LT.-COL. W. P. DRURY 
T H E S T R E E T O F A T H O U S A N D D E L I G H T S JAY GELZER 
T H E G O R A L P A L A G E BEATRICE GRIMSHAW 
T H E G R U I S E O F T H E S N A R K 
T H E I R O N H E E L , w i t h an in t roduct ion 
by Anatole France 
T H E H U M A N , D R I F T 
A D A U G H T E R O F T H E S N O W S 
S M O K E A N D S H O R T Y 
A D V E N T U R E 
D U T G H G O U R A G E 
I S L A N D T A L E S 
L O V E O F L I F E 
M A D R I G A L 
T I M E O ' L I L A O S 
L U G I E N N E 
L E A P S A N D B O U N D S 
T H E L U N G H B A S K E T 
M Y L A D Y L U G I A 
O F F T H E B E A T E N T R A G K 
S U N R I S E 
T R A D I T I O N 
A T O M S 
T H E A R M S O F P H A E D R A 
JACK LONDON 
JACK LONDOM 
JACK LONDOS 
JACK LONDON 
JACK LONDON 
JACK LONDON 
JACK LONDON 
JACK LONDON 
JACK LONDON 
AMERÓSE MEIKLEJOHW 
S. C. NETHERSOLE 
MAX PEMBERTON 
W . PETT RIDGE 
W . PETT RIDGE 
ARTHUR RITSON 
JOHN TREVENA 
MARIE VAN VORST 
MARIE VA.N VORST 
T . G. WIGNALL & G. D , KNOX 
NIGEL WORTH 
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